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- Says Will, we will 
Two months before we marry. | 
B. No, no, fie, no, never, never 
For a maid I'll live and die. 
Says Nell, fo ſhall not I, 
Says Nell, Kc. 
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Twelve diff rent airs one hour ſhell ſhew, 
Our ſtubborn hearts t ; 

But all theſe arts will never 

. To blind us to her age. 


Fain ſhe'd avaid the heavy curſe 
Laid on the ancient Belle, 
But as ſhe has no heavy purſe, 
She muſt lead apes in hell. 


Song III. Apollo, pray tell me, &c. 


Pollo, pray tell me, 
That is, if you can, Sir, 
The queſtion I'm about to propoſe ; 


If you pleaſe you may banter, 
If you cannot, cannct anſwer, 

Why drinking ſtrong liquors ſhould cauſe a red noſe? 
"Tis the fumes of the wine, . 
Makes your boltſprit thus ſhine, 


Which aſcend to the top of the cranium, 
Nature healthfully chrows 


On your prominent noſe, 
And proclaims you a jolly companion. 


Song IV. O the Mill, Mill-o. 


Eneath a green ſhade, I fand a fair maid, 
Was fleeping ſound and ſtill o; 
A'to wan wi” love, my fancy did rove, 


Around her with good will o. 


Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen, and hall, 
in in his pocket, nor care in his pate, 
ition had he, nor duns at his gate: 
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Songs and Ballads 9 


Contented he work d, and be Arber himſelf happy, 
If at night he could purchaſe a jug of brown nappy 
How he'd laugh then, and whiſtle, and fg too mol -- 
. Saying, juſt to a hair I have made both 
Derry down, &c. 


But love, the diſturber of high and of low, 

That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau ; 

He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart: | 

I wiſh he had hit ſome more ignoble part: ; 
Derry down, &c, 


It was from a cellar this archer did play, 

Where a buxom 4 et continually lay ; 

Her eyes ſhone fo bright when ſhe roſe ev ryday, 

That he thus the poor eadide quite over the way: 
Derry down, &c. 


He ſung her love-ſongs, whe tac kb ank, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk : 
In os —— wanks from 
put the poor cobler quite into deſpair : 
Derry down, &c. 


He took up his awl that he had in the world, 
—_ to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd ; 
1 ierc d throu gh his body inſtead of the ſole, 
the cbler he 9's, and the bell it did toll : 
, &c. 


e eie 
All coblers by this cobler's end : 

Keep your — out o —4 for we find by what's paſt, 
That love brings us all to an end at the laſt: 


Derry down, &c. 
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A Complete Colleftion of 
Song V. A choir of bright beauties, Sc. 
. 

AT: 2 2 May-lady — — the ; 


phs in white tad the ſhepherds i 
nymphs were in , in green, 
The garland was given, and Phillis was queen. 


But Phillis refus'd it, and fighing did fay, 
I'll not wear a garland while Pan is away. 


While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from the ſhore, 
The are baniſh'd, and love is no more: 
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Songs and Ballads. 


Then laws let Cuſtom find, 
Nor thus the ſex oppreſs ; 


More freedom give to 
Or give to mankind leſs. 


Song VII. Be gone, old Care. 
gone, old Care, I prithee be gone from me; 


—＋ — vexing me, 


B Be gone, old Care, 1 
pH 
| would me 


5 Care, 
Thou never ſhalt have thy will. 


Too much care will make « young man logk gry 
And too much care will turn an ald man to clay : 
Come, you ſhall dance, and I will fing, 
So merrily we will play ; 
For I hold it one of the wiſeſt things 
To drive old Care away. 


Song VIII. Funting Song in Apollo and 
Daphne. 
WAY! away! we've crown'd the day, we've crown'd 
the day! 

Away ! away ! we've crown'd the day! 

The hounds are waiting for their 

The huntſman's call invites you _ 

The huntſman's call invites you all; 

Come in, come in, boys, while you may ; 

Come in, come in, boys, while you may. 


The jolly horn, the roſy morn, the roſy morn, 
The jolly horn, the rofy morn, 

With harmony of deep-mouth'd hounds : 

Theſe, theſe, my boys, are heavenly joys, 
Theſe, theſe, my boys, are heavenly joys, 

A ſportiman' s pleaſure knows no 


A ſportiman's pleaſure knows no bounds. 


— 


A Complete Colleftion of 
horn ſhall be the husband's fee, the husband's fee, 


Have not diſdain'd to wear the horn, 


Song IX. "Twas when the ſeas were roaring, 


Ome from the 22 goddeſs, 
C Tune up your ſweet hautboys, 
And to the voice of muſick 
ing her for whom I languiſh, 
Sing on, ill 2 | 
1 p 
And envy me my love. 
Flora, thou charming goddeſs, | 
In all thy bloom a - 
Put on again freſh garlands, 
Begin once more the year. 
Join thyſelf to Pomona, 
With flow'rs adorn the ground; 
Let ſpring remain for ever, | 
With youth and beauty crown'd, 
Let little birds thro! meadows 2 
All tune their ing throats, 
While bubbling waters 
The muſick of 1 
Sing her for whom I languiſh, 
Phe charming ſong approve ; 
Sing on, till Jove grow jealous, 
envy me my love, 


* 
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Songs and Ballads. 


Song X. 4s the Delian god, &c. 
A the Delian god, to fam'd Helicon, 


From heav'n's high court deſcended down, 


There the tuneful Muſes playing he found 
A ſonata divinely rare: 
When Thalia touch'd the charming flute, 
Erato ftruck the warbling lute, 
And Clio's treble joining to't, 
Made the harmony beyond compare. 
Then Euterpeꝰs full baſs 
The ſweet conſort did raiſe, 
And with pleaſure ſenſe alarm'd; 
Ev'ry note was enjoy d, 
Ev'ry hand was employ'd; 
With ſounds of joy the flow'ry vallies rung ; 
Apollo gaz'd, and filent was his tongue ; 
But when his dear Calliope ſung, 
Ah! then the god was charm'd. 


Song XI. Ab, fweet Kitty, &c. 


H, ſweet Kitty, 
Both fair and witty, 
Is't not a pity you are ſo coy ? 
For you alone I live, 
For you alone I grieve, 
And never can ſurvive, 
If you'd deſtroy ; 


Let him enjoy. 
In you I reſt, 
Then on your breaſt, 
With joy o'er-preſs'd, 
! crown your am'rous boy, 
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Since you have pow 'r to ſave your faithful ſlave, 


1 4 Complete Collatio of 
Song XII. Thomas, 1 cannot. 


ME, come, my Molly, come let us be jolly, 

Since we are here met ; 

S — 

Come let us together: 

aan. 

And other rich trinkets, if you'll be mine. 

She. O no, kind Sir, I dare not incline ; : 

Mx mother ſhe tells me, I munnot, I munnot, 
My mother ſhe tells me, I munnot. 


He. You ſhall have a gown of the fineſt filk 
That ever yet was ſeen, 

Yeu ſhall have the cream of all the milk 

Of the cows that go der the green; 

You ſhall have curds and cheeſe-cakes ftore, 

Au euſtards too all ſugar'd o'er. 
She. O no, kind Sir, pray ask no more, 
Mx mother ſhe tells me, I munnot, &c. 


He. You ſhall have a petticoat fine and gay, 
" The beſt in all the town, * 
And you ſhall wear it ev'ry day, 

And ſo you ſhall your 1] 
| Your ſhift ſhall be of holland fine, 
If you in love with me will join. 

She. O no, kind Sir, I dare not be thine. 

My mother ſhe tells me, I munnot, &c. 


She. O no, kind Sir, I know you too . 
Give you an inch, and you'll take an ell, 
And when you have dane, you'll tell, you'll tell. 
My mother ſhe tells me, I munnor, I munnot, 
My mother ſhe tells me, I munnot. : 
Song 


1 
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Songs and Ballads. ts 
Song XIII. Blow, blow, Boreas. 


Low, blow, Boreas, blow, and let thy ſurly winds 
Make the billows foam and roar, 
Thou canſt no terror breed in valiant minds, 

But ſpite of thee we'll live and find a ſhore. ” 


Then cheer, my mates, and be not aw'd, 
But keep the gun-room clear ; 

Tho' hell's broke looſe, and the devils roar abroad, 
Whilſt we have ſea-room here, boys, never fear. 


Hey ! Sow op how far! 

The mounting top- touch'sd a ftar ; 

The meteors blaz d, as thro' the clouds we came: 
And, falamander-like, we liv'd in flame. 

But now, now we fink ! now, now we go 

Down to the deepeſt ſhades below : 

Alas! alas! where are we now? 

Who. who can tell? 

Sure tis the loweft room of hell, 

Or where the ſea gods dwell : | 
With them we'll live, with them we'll live and reign, 
With them we'll laugh, and fing, and drink amain: 
But fee ! we mount! ſee ! fee! we riſe again! 


Song XIV. March in Scipio. 


Rave boys, prepare, 
Ah! ceaſe, fond wife, to cry, 
o: when the danger's near, 
We've time enough to fly. 
How can you be digr:e'd, 
When wealth fecures your fame ? 
The rich are always plac'd 
/ Above the ſenſe of ſhame. 
Let honour ſpur the ſlave, 
To fight for fighting's fake ; 
. 
For ev'n the rich are brave, 
When money is at ſtake. 


y. 


% 


pals. 
Chor. We'll toſs off our bowls to true love and honour, 


moment 


Let not that 


Toall kind loving girls, and the lord of the manor. 
At night when round the hall we're fat, 


With good brown bowls, 
To cheer our ſouls, 


* 
laxy great 


ght away, 


ſleep all day, 


ones of the town 
rink ni 
And 


ay, 


2 * 
Song XVI. 4: Celia - Haun lay 
A ow ten the wit 


T 
When love will — 1 


Song XVII. Birth of Harlequin. 


d? 


Tho 
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Songs and Ballads. 
Tho? her beauties all others excell, 
She has kindneſs and W 


She can live love in « 
And — fo the wears i with you. , 


hayes cn Oy — 
1 need ſt not thy laurel reſi n, 
Ne out 2 ſwain, 
hoſe muſick is ſweeter than thine : 
gn ey — 
Nor ſuch a mad purſue ; 


"Tis you who i change, 
is ſhe who is conſtantly true. 


Then to thy firſt love quickly come, 
Tho“ clad in thy humble array ; 
To y to thine own home, 


* tall the long day: 
And "on ad Fic aika ors 
t's 
e 


= XX. My Goddeſs Celia, 8 fair. 


8 ſwift as time put round the 
erhaps your which ſhines 1 2 
May ſet in everlaſting night. 


Or if the fon agoy Benth. | 
Death, cer morn, res; 
Then drink before it 12 Gy * 
And ſnatch the preſent hour from fate, 


Come, fill a bumper, fill it round, 

Let mirth, and wit, and wine abound ; 
In theſe alone true wiſdom lies, 

For to be merry's to be wile. 


C 3 


—— 
Song XXI. Peggy. 1 muſt love thee, 


LS 
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To drink, and drive away our cares. 


Songs and Ballads. 21 


Song XXII. As Ariana, young and fair, &c. 
S Ariana young and fair, 
By night the ſtarry choir did tell, 
found in Caſſiopeia's chair 
One beauteous light the reſt excel: 
This happy ſtar unſeen before, 
Perhaps was kindled from her eyes, 
And made for mortals to adore 
A new-born glory in the skies. 
Or if within the ſphere it grew, 
Before ſhe gaz'd, the lamp was dim ; 
But from her eyes the ſparkles flew, 
That gave new luſtre to 
Bright omen ! what doſt 
Thou threat ning beauty of the sky? 
What , What happy monarch's end? 
For ſure by thee 'tis ſweet to die. 
Whether to thy foreboding fire 
We owe 7 Age — ? 
Or muſt the mi i 
A victim to thy . ? wy” 
Such a preſage will late be ſhown, 
Before the world in aſhes lies ; 
But if leſs ruin will atone, 
Let Strephon's only face ſuffice. 


Song XXIII. Come, come, boys, &c. 


OME, come, boys, come drink, drink, drink, 
For the night's quite ſpun, 
The eaſtern god, the eaſtern god begins to ſhine, 
O'er half the globe he has nimbly run, 
Be fore we have drank, before we have drankour flaskaof wine. 
Let us not loſe theſe fleeting hours, 0 
In politicks and ſtate affairs, 
Since that we claim what's only oura, 


Song 


22 A Complete Collection of 


Song XXIV. By the mole on your bubbies. 


Y the toaſt of your health, when full bumpers go down, 
By the am'rous maſquerade beaus of the town, 
y the powder'd pert fop, and the ruſtick dull clown, 
I prithee now hear me, dear Chloe. 


By the pink of the mode, which the fair ſo adore, 
By the pride of the ſex, when their ſmiles we implore, 


By the r 
- By the poſy diſplay'd on your ring, or your garter, 
W Te tr Cont, td fine, 


By the je-nt-/c , When your captives cry quarter 
_—_ ; 


| By the ſimpering dimple your ſmiling diſcovers, 
” the ogling glance when you captivate lovers, 
ä > 
prithee, &c. 

By that circle your hoop, which ſuch charms does incloſe, 
By your killing bright eyes, and your aquiline noſe, 

By the death they commit when a ſpark you depoſe, 

I prithee, &c. x 


genms, ty 
By all the gay fancies deſcrib'd in this ditty, 
I prithee now hear me, dear Chloe. 


TP OO OG ... 


RT REC IG RYE DT TIT TIT 


K- r ĩðâ2 e ĩð2 ⁵ĩð2ẽ. . —¼é— 


r, 


Ong. 


„ Amr er CRIT 9H. ae + 


„„ SO" "Ie 


Songs and Ballads. 
. 
Song XXV. Complying, denying. 


„„ 


. and curing 
Love's pain with its joy: 
With frowns, or with ſmiles, that can kindle a fire, 
Is a girl that each temper and age muſt admire. 


Her eye darts its glances, 
Our heart feels its ray; 
Her power advances, 


there's none can retreat, 
For, do what ſhe will, ſhe's ev'ry way ſweet. 


Song XXVI. Did you not once, Lucinda, &c. 
He. I D you not once, Lucinda, vow 
You would love none but me ? 


She. Ay, but my mother tells me now, 
I muſt love wealth, N 


He. Cruel, thy love lies in thy 
Tho? fate to meꝰs uni 
She. Conſider but how ſmall thy dow: 
Is in reſpect of mine. * 


He, Is it becauſe my ſheep are poor, 
Or that my flocks are few ? 
She. No, but I cannot love at all 
So mean a thing as you. 


He. Ah me! ah me! mock you my grief? 
She. I pity thy hard fate. 
He. Pity for love's but poor relief, 

PI! rather chooſe N hate. 


She 


24 A Complete Collefion of 
She. 


Content thy ſelf, bend, a while, 
I'll love thee; by this leifs, 

Thou ſhalt have no cauſe tu mourn 
Than thou can't take in this. 


He. Bear record then, ye pow*'rs above, 
And all thoſe holy bands; 

For it appears. the trueſt love 

Sptings not from wealth nor lands. 


Song XX VII. Brist claret and ferry, &c. 
TY Ris claret and ſherry 


Ther Xe er merry; 
glaſs, the readily round ; 
Put it o'er the left — 


Tho the company's dumb, 
"Twill open their pipes with a muſical ſound, 
"Twill open their pipes with a muſical found. 


= — 


Song XX VIII. *Twas when the ſeas were roaring. 


Eneath a lying, 

Young = told his pain, 
nile hollow rocks replyi 
Prolong'd the mournful ſtrain z 
The falling rills combining, 

In murmurs ſweetly flow, 
And winds in conſort joining, 
Compos'd melodious woe. 


O Cupid! 


For ever loſe » A 4 * 
tay eyes? 


. (No muſick ſweetly charming 
upid ! Vo r. IV. y 3 


While rapture trem 
Reveals how mach | love her. 

The tender glance, the red'ning cheek, 
Oferſpread with riſing bluſhes, | 

A : 


Then, when my tedious hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt 


A 


ſh ! 
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Song and Ballab. 27 


Song XXX. 2 


" 


— — r 


De fn ting be de true picture of de great magnificent cy 
ue MS wane of & wands vid furprize, pleaſure, 2 


Here de cunning French, de viſe kalian, and Spanited 


And vere can dey go elſe, morbleu, to get quarter of de 
money? 


And for de diverſions, dat make a de pleafure for dis great 


town, 
Dey be ſo many, ſo fine, ſo pleaſant, ſo cheap as never 
was known; N | | 
Here be de Hay-Market, vere de Italien opera do ſweetly 
Dat coſt a de brave gentry no more as two hundred tou- 


ſang pound. 
Here be de famous comediens of de world, de troupe I alien, 
ES SO IO IT becauſe dep vil troupe 
ome agen ; 
De toder place be madamoiſe!le Violante, ſhew a touſand 


trick, 
She jump upen de rope ten ſtorie, and neyer break her 


Here be de viſe managers ſhew all de viſdom of deir brain, 
81 a de fine ting of Wagner and Abericock in 
Lane : 


rury- 
3A 


80 prodigious entertainment vil never be dis touſand year. 


D 2 Song 


in our eyes; 
Around her wait the flutt ring loves, 
When graceful in the dance the moves. 


Song XXXIII. Believe my fighs, &c. 


Elieve my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the you've won : 


vows to you fincere, 
Or, Moggy. I'm undone. 
You fay I'm fickle, and apt to change 
222 gp 
But, of all the girls I ever ſaw, 


I never lov'd one but you. 


My heart was but a lump of ice, 1 
Till warm'd by your bright eyes: | 

| But ah! it kindled in a trice 1 
g A flame which never dies. 


Songs and Ballads. 
Come, take me, try me, and you'll find, 
Tho' ſay that I'm not true, 

Of all iris I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


Song XXXIV. As nated almoſt, de. 


S naked almoſt, and more fair you appear, 
Than Diana when ſpy'd by Aon! 
er that ſtag-hunter' fate, your votaries here, 


We hope you're too gentle to lay on. : 
For he like a fool, took a peep, and no more, 
. ve him 2 'pair of hors, Sir: 
s, undreſt, 7 


To 1 Sir? 


The man who with beauty feaſts only his eyes, 
With the fair always works his own ruin ; 

You ſhall find by our actions, our looks, and. our fighs, 
We're not barely contented with viewing. 


Song XXXV. Ab, ſweet Adonis, &c. 


H, fweet Adonis, fram'd for joy ! 
Ah bloomi 7 and 

Have pry on a bel pain 

Have pity, be . 
Sr "i 
Ah, Jet not Venus ſigh for 
Dear charming panes | in 5 

Dear charming, &c 


Song XXXVI. Awate, thou faireſt, &c. 


He. Wake, thou faireſt thing in nature, 
How can you ſleep, w day does break ? 


How can you Leng creature, 
When all the 824 you — 


Sha, 


480 A Complete Collattion of 
She. What fwain is this that ſings ſo early 
Ly Ea ne at 
15 one, m A X 

Thakue bs phy eas my paid. 


She. Softly, elſe you'll wake my mother, 
No tales of love 1 hear; 
Go tell your paſſion to ſome other, — 
Or whiſper ſoftly in my ear. 
He. Hoy can you bid me love another, 
Or rob you of your beauteous charms ? 
'Tis time you were wean'd from your mother, 
You're fitter for your lover's arms. 


Song XXXVII. Thus Kitty, beautiful and 


young. 
Lyth was I each morn to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill; 
leap'd the brook, and flew to me, 
Ie meet him with good-will. 
I neither wanted yew nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay, 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chatr'd me all the day- 


OS and 1 
The birds fat liſt ning by, 
And the dull cattle ſtood and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his melody. 

He did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
; Cou'd I but grateful be ? 

He won my heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he ask'd of me? 
Hard fate, that I muſt baniſh'd be, 

Go heavily and mourn, 
"Cauſe I oblig'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born. 


and 


Song XXXVIII. Baniſh ſorrow, lis drink, . 
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Aniſh forrow, let's drink and be merry, boys; 
Time flies ſwift, to-morrow brings care 
If you believe it, 
Drink, and deceive it, 
Wine will relieve it, 
And drown 
Chor. The ſweets of wine are found in 
Its juice divine, mankind's blefling : 
The glaſs is thine, drink, — no exceſs in 
A bumper or two with a chearful friend. 


'Tis wine gives ſtrength, when nature's exhauſled, 
He os Bb frees the flave ; 
Makes the ftiff tumble, 
And the proud hamble, 
Exalts the meek, 
And makes cowards brave. 
Chor. The ſweets of wine, &E. 


'Tis wine that prompts the tim'rous lover, | 
Be brisk with your miſtreſs, denials deſpiſe 3 
"She'll cry, y ou'll undo her, 
ie — 
Attack her, purſue her, 
You'll gain the prize. 
Chor. The ſweets of wine, &c. 


'Tis wine that baniſhes all worldly ſorrow, 
Than who'd omit the plealing task ? 
Since wine's {weet ſociety 


| Eaſes 4 
Damn dull ſobriety, 
Bring Yother flask. 
Chor, The ſweets of. wine, &c. 


B 


vr 
Complete 
Colleftion 
of 


34 


| Sang axid Ball 


* Song XIII. Apollo I will not, &c. 
Pollo I will not implore, 
For he in fables dena: 


And eke that man Ido abb, 
Who wrote the Perſnn tales. 


Whoe'er, of February laſt, 
of the news (aw, 
The monfter uf Ragain. ' 


How Protezs ki his Arp click, 
a. = Hen 
end in the — 


Their Proteus and his flock o fair, 
Their'Naptane and their Truan, 

If with this giant you compare, 
Are monſters you may {h—— on. 

His ftature it is wond'rous hi 

25 A 

is the sky, 

is ad high-4y probable. 


On a whale back he fe full ft, 
dolpbm Wut = "WO 
With cable-rope td = maſt, 
His whale he oft did flog. 


r his goons 2 Cling, 
Behind his bumocks hung — 
That always went flip-flap. 


Vor. IV. E 
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A Complete Collefdion of 
Oyſters about him fuck like warts, 
Eels twiſted round his tail, 
Crabs clamber'd up his 
Which he d on his nail. 


His very ſhook: the ſhore, 
He 72 afunder ; 

His voice-was like the cannon's roar, 
And he broke wind like thunder. 


None did him fee, that flood him near, 
Or knew the werds he faid ; 


For few could fee, and few.could hear, 


Since all the folks were dead. 


o monſter ! monſter! who could know 


The words that from thee came? 
Rome and Jeruſalem alſo 
Both heard and told the ſame. 


Much he of Antichriſt held forth, 
And much of the Pretender; 
Much of a monarch in the North, 
That once did lodge at Bender. 


= ——_—_— — 
. 
Great - Britains pow'r and glory. 


's the whore of Babylen, 
he is a Jew; 
1 
That ſitteth in a pew. 


9 e ſhall Chriſtian turn, 
is ſalvation. 
„ and Toland burn 
— = ; 


This ſaid, he back to ſea did flip, 

But firſt eat fifty muttons, 
And of his tail cock'd up the tip, 
Long as the worm at -n. 
O B——n! do not advertiſe, 


And mis d the tempeſt louder, 
"Tis faid, he never knew John Moor, 


Nor ſwallow'd his worm-powder, 


ö And tho' his belly made great roar, 
| 


Song XLII. Come, brave boys, let us troll, &c, 
| Ome, brave 


; Since now we have gotten an b 
| Then let's be ſmart, and have tocher quart, 
' That each may the better perform a part. 
| Hark thee, . let it be done, 


let us troll it away, 


Song XIII. In vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggef, 


Ny. 


HLOE is handſome, briak, and 


How happy will the youth: be then, 
Who does with matchle6 truch obtain 
Poſſeſſion of her heare ! 
To meet with ſuch a pow'rful cure, 
The work of torments Td endure, 
And laugh at all the ſmart, 


Song XLIV. Pro- the wood, laddie, 
fuer May; 


I liſten'd and look d, and fpy'd a young fwain, 
With ae de 
Zak after 
Seem clearing „ Ii rain, 
r 
Tho' Eliza be coy, ſhould I repine, 
_ 
Vouchſafes not to love me? 
In her high ſphere of worth I never could thine ;' 
Then why ſhauld I {eek to debaſe her ta mine? 


To ſhew that felf-love inflames not my fire, 

And that no other fwain can more humbly admire. 

When paſſion ſhall ceaſe to in my breaſt, 
Then eas anon " | 
Shall huſh my ſad mourning ; 

And, lord of myſelf, in abſolute reſt, 

Fll hug the condition which heav'n ſhall think beſt. 


__— os 
— 
” 
37 c | 
= 
9 
1 
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Thus 


4 N bo etetted, — 
Tho? love i rejected: 


Eliza ſhall own, tho” to love not inclin'd, 
That ſhe er had a friend like her lover refign'd. 


May the fortunate youth, who hereafter ſhall woo 
With proſp'rous endeavour, 

And gai dear favour, 
Know as well as 1, what Elia is due, 

Be much mare deſerving, but never leſs true. 


Whilſt I, diſcngag'd from all amorous cares, 
Sweet liberty taſting, 
I 23 dry 
to 

Ye powers that prefide ober virtuous love, 
a Come aid me with patience, 

_ To bear my vexations; 
Wich equal defires my fluttring heart move, 


If love in his ſetters er catch me again, 


| prudence direct me: 
Prepar d for all fates, rememb'ring the ſwain, 


Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain. 
Song XLV. Buſh aboon Traquair. 
Thouſand ways to wean my heart 
Pre try'd, can't remove him, 
tho” for life ſworn to part, 
For life I find 1 love him. 
Still, ſhould the dear falſe man return, 
F „ 
wou'd ki 
And M, 1 fear, undo 1 


Song 


Song XLVI. Beanty and Love, &c. 


Eauty and Love once fell at odds, 
thus revil'd each other: 
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Pollo once findi 
Diſcover'd his 


* 
Then talk'd of the ſmart, 
And the hole in his heart 
So large, one might drive thro” the paſſage a cart. 


But 


| 


V 


Z 
Song | 


amazement, 
thro? the caſement. 


2 Lge 
y life, and my dear, 
— 


2 7 


111 


thortly be 
Neither Clayton nor Duncomb with me can com 


Tho' as wrinkled as Prim, as deform'd as the devil, 
 'The god had ſucceeded, the nymph had been civil. 


maid, to the 


filly coy 
away from his arms, 
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And ſhall 


Tr 
1122715 


2834 = 


| Z 
is "S343 


% 


| Songs and Ballads, 4t 


e 
dee; 
| 

eed, | 

s IS f 
Extend thy artful building wider, 

L And ſpread thy banners round my round. 
While I thy wond'rous fabrick flare at, 

And think on hapleſs poet's fate, 
e 3 Like thee confin'd to lonely 


And proudly baniſh'd rooms of ftate. | 
Song || Vor. IV. F And 


When with unkindneG eur love ac a Gand is! 
And have punifh'd ourſelves with the pain, 

Ah! ue — > mk 
Ah! what a pleaſe te again 

Ah! what a pleaſure, &c. 


Songs and Ballads: 2 


Such ſweet, as buſt can emenain 
The gouũ of all my ſenſes. = 


Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
From nature's richeſt treaſure ; 

Let me the other ſenſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure. 


F 2 Song 


44 4 Complete Colletlion of 


Wld, with Ganymede to play, 
| Had laid his wings afide ;. - 

leſt they ſhould be ſtolen away, 
Sat on his darts aſtride. f 


For oft the god had, to his coſt 
(As Prior iweetly fing) 
His quiver, bow, and arrow loſt, 
Miſs Kitty, love's great favourite, 
Was den fnaterh 1 
And hit a new conceit, 
Which ſhe refolv'd to try. 


1 bo bon 
e | 
Where they deſerv'd a place. 
She weu'd not truſt the flat” ring youth, 
And gave a careleſs ear; * 
Yet fain at H=——n wou'd know the truth, 
But how ſhou'd ſhe get there? 


* . — * F 
[>> > - ppt 

Did not ſuſpe& the wily fair, 
The ſeeming harmleſs maid. 


Whilſt joke and witty repartee - | 
Tin him and Gany paſt, 


arge | 


Eauty at beſt is a fickening flower, 
IT DH 
t 
power the rover did lately but on. 
But pluck'd from their ſtems, Mer xt 
Conſent to my wiſhes, and feaſt my defire ; 


Song LIV. Iam, 2 Dapbnie, &c. 
as tis blown; 
Ils 2 — — 
m "has donde become the 
The wonder, and raptare of every 
They ſhut up their leaves, they ficken, 
Then Chloe, be wiſe, lay hold of the time, 
1323 dennis r 4 prime, 
Age cr e : 1 


46 4 c Colleflion of 


Song LV. AI you that muſt needs, &c. 


LL that muſt needs take a in the dark, 
2 E 
heated with TIES 

; 


Caurſes of evil delighted us, 
Sinful! deceitful bliG; 

er ſhould have cauſe ſo much to 
Could we with our have been content ; 
The ſnares;of wine, women fair, 

Firſt were the cauſe that we now deſpair. 


© ares 
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A 
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\ 
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He 
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No! 
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creep. 
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Take no care of that, Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 


The lady, if the thinks it fit to agree, 
Shall lie with my deareſt, and you lic with me. 


a ji 1 


tranſported ſhe lay, 
ftay, 


This lady, my deareſt, laſt night full of gri 
Of hagg'i ms, and hd ae. can — 


Tomorrow, faid the, and then rely went on, 
me I muſt be gone: 


Tho! I love bing, my heart tells 
man, knaw 
With * 1 


may be undone. 


"Tis fo, my dear creature ; pray do what you can 
2 — waves — 2 ; 
Tu do my beſt to divert the poor man. 
With a down, &c. 


The plot ſo well taken, made both their hearts bound ; 
e they | 

With a down, Kc. — | 
And thus my friend Watt his full Swing did obtain, 
The wife too in tranſport a whole I did rei 


G 


Song 


Soest and Ballads. 5r 
Song L.VIII. - Bright wonder of nature, &c. 


Right wonder of nature, 
| vine in each feature ; 
ght wonder of nature, 
Divine in each feature, 
You , you conquer all hearts ; 


Bright wonder of nature, 
Divine in each feature, 


Amari 
Tis only by flyi 
„„ 


Song LIX.. Whenever, Chloe, Thegin, &c, 


» Chloe, I begin 
Your heart like mine to move, 
You tell me of the crying fin 
Of unchaſte, lawleſs 


How can that pleaſure be a crime, 
| — gang mp Loom ens 
How can thoſe joys but be divine, 
Which form a heav'n on earth ? 


To cheat mankind, the prieſt trapans 
By ſome vain fallacy, 

And diſobeys God's great commands, 
Increaſe and multiply. 


You ſay, that love's a crime; content; 
But ſtill confeſs you muſt, 
More joy in heav'n o'er one that 
Than ninety-nine 1 3 juſt. 
— 


'$ 


82 
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for heaven's fake, 


and be forgiven ; 


j 


Then fin, dear girl, 


* 


£ 


3 8 


1 Fl 


S828 


fa, be 


love and youth can't make eſſay, 
or with the fair 


N 


Song LXI. When love and youth, &c. 


avail, 
y 3 


to Cupid' 


Ws 


gent! 


? 


e ſwa 


art can then 


Pl 


„ 
g 
: 
I 
1 


Lide ſoftly down, thou 


G 


purling ſtream, 


murmum teff my flame, 


Purſue the lud I love 
try his heart to move. 


tle 


e 


them 
N 


Ma 


: 
2 
; 
2 
> 
2 


Thy channel never 
And if thy ſpri 
My tears 


And 


L 


Dart 


inted flow'rs 


adorn 
2 
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Song LXIII. When women are frattious, &c. 
AFR: L 


W 


May tomorrow be blaſted, or turn'd into clay, * 
With your down, &c. 


And taſte of pleaſures which never will cloy, 


With your down, &c. 


Song LXIV. One day the wanton, &c. 


NE day the wanton goed of love, 
Stole from the skies unknown ; 
Venus ftrait harneſſes her doves, 
And flies to ſeek her ſon. 
She meets young Strephon on the green, 
And thus accoſts the ſwain : 
Say, ſhepherd, have you Cupid ſeen, 
Come wand ring o'er the plain? 


I fear 


For that you need not mind him ; 
Search when you will, in Chloe's eyes, 
You may be fare to find him. 


Song LXV. With conſtant zeal, &c. 


IT H conſtant zeal you, Damon, praiſe 
The laſting joys of wine ; 
Strephon with utmoſt art dif] 

Bright beauty's power divine. 
Tome he Gigs oe one, 

o end the great diſpute ; 

To neither fingly I'll adhere, 

Thus neither friend confute. 


The charms of beauty I admire, 
In Bacchus I delight ; 

Alternately each joy defire, 
Where'er they do invite. 


When tir'd with wine, I'd haſte away 
To find new joys in love ; 

On Chloe's breaſt awhile I'd lay, 
And then for wine I'd rove. 


Song LXVI. A burleſque on the foregoing one. 


OW earneſtly Sir John 
FH Thc gout pie an ab! 
hilſt honeſt Will ſays, — 2 ſo ſweet 
As a kind pretty lafs. | 


A ce Collaftion of 
Y 'd have 
"How 1 — — 


56 


You fools, ſays I, ye both are wrong 
For fticking cloſe to either: 

Such charms to each of them belo 
That I will giy't for neither. 

Bacchus and Venus both muſt join, 
Toform a man; 

And ſo when I've been tir d with wine, 

Tl trip to Drury-Lane. 


Song LXVII. Can then a look create, &c. 


C. 


Vor IV. I 


Eyes, his keeneſt ebon darts. 
When you do her temper view, 
Young, but wiſe ; admit d, yet true: 


Never charm' d with empty ſhew ; 
Ne'er indiſcreet, yet too. 


a nnd ro REED 
New foot it in a fairy ring, 
Nimbly trip, and as you dance, 
Ever live, bright Amelia ! ſing. 
With boughs of oak their hats beſet, 
Your brave fires their conqu'rar met: 


Elinda, ſee from yonder flow'rs 
The bee flies loaded to its cell; 
Can you perceive what it devours ? 
Are they impair'd in ſhew or ſmell ? 
So tho' I robb'd you of a kiſs, 

Sweeter than their ambroſial dew, - 
Why are you angry at my bliſs? 
Has it at all impov'riſt'd you? 

Dis by this cunning I contrive, 
In ſpite of your unkind reſerve, 
To keep my tamiſh'd love alive, 
Which you inhumanly wou'd ſtarve. 


Im your e your 
our deeds will be in dark oblivion drown'd, 
For mighty William ſeines all your glory. 


Song LXXI. By maſons art, &c. 


dome 


Songs and Ballads. 
Song LXXII. Pretty Sally. 
F all the trades from eaſt to weſt, 


L D Saturn that drone of a 
And father of all the divine, 
'd the world with a nod, 

Yet fancied brisk women and wine; 


When mellow; — > Ly 
To n girl to his mind ; 


FL. day tho” delighting in —_— 

t night fierce godſhi would 

Toi and wine chat was good : 

Wich nectar he'd cheriſh his heart, 
And raiſe up his wanton defires, 

Then to Venus, his darling, impart 
n. fires. 

2 


bo 


Wr. 
ya, 

When the fumes had got into his brain: 
mne 


the j he vine, 
To 12 y he = 


To ki6 all the muſical nine. 


ay ap Bc IF, Lg. 


pede wy and wine his delight, 
And thought himlelf perfectly bleſt 


With a bottle and miſtreſs at night: 
No wonder debauches he lov'd, 
And cheating his pleaſure he made, 


, the liquor away 
as upright he could fit, 
or nl y bellow for more ; 
When drunk, then the veſſel would quit, 
And reel to ſome Bacchanal whore. 


Song LXXIV. Ev'ry man take a glaſs, &c 


V'ry man take a glaſs in his hand, 
And drink a good health to our King, 
y years many por pomp Open] 
May his laurels for ever freſh ſpring: 
Let — and jangling ſtraitway ceaſe, 
Let ev'ry man ſtrive for r 
Neither Tory = ok bg. 
With your 


Here's Wet hone: men. © 


* 
4 4 


"Tis not owning a whimſical name, 
That proves a man loyal and juſt, 
Let him fight for his country's fame, 


"Tis this that proves him an honeſt foul, 
His health we will drink in a brim-full bowl. 
Then ceaſe all debate, 
No confuſion create, 
Here's a health to all honeſt men. 


When a company's honeſtly met, 
With intent to be jovial and gay, 
Their drooping ſouls for to whet, 
And drown the fatigues of the day, 
What madneſs it is thus to diſpute, 
When neither fide can his man confute ? 
When you've faid what you dare, 
You're but juſt where you were, — 
Here's a health to all honeſt men. p 
Then agree, filly Britons, agree, 11 

And ne'er quarrel about a nick - name, 
Let your enemies trembling ſee, 

That an Engliſhman's + the fame. | 
For our King, our church, our laws and right, 
Let's lay by all feuds, and ftraitway unite ; 

Then who need care a fig, 
Who's Tory or Whig ? 
Here's a health to all honeſt men. 


Song LXXV. wa in the land of C ider. 


F noble race was Shinkin, 
Of the line of Owen Tudor, 
But hur renown is fled and gone, 
Since cruel love purſu'd hur. 
Fair Winny's eyes bright ſhining, 
With muckle grace alluring, 
Poor Shinkin's heart with fatal dart 
Has wounded paſt all curing. 


65 
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Hur was the fellow 
At foot- or at cricket: 


At hunting chaſe, or running race, 
Od ſplut, how her coald nick it! 
But human joys are ® | 
Both pale and wan hur too, 
Hur heart ſo akes, hur quite forſakes 
Hur herrings and bur leeks too. 
er 
For 12 
Farewell akim cheeſe and flummery. 


Seng LXXVI. Old ſtories tell, &c. 
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4 


O fave us all, Moore of Moore- Hall. 

Thou peerleſs knight of theſe woods; 
Ds but flay this on, who won't leave us a rag on, 
Well give thee all our goods. 


Tat, tut, quoth he, no goods I want; 
RE want in ſooth, 
A fair maid of ſixteen, that's brisk, 


cow, each horle, and each hog ; 
For fear they did flee, for they took him to be 
- Some ſtrange out-landiſh hedge-hog. 


af *©* 
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up, and cry d Bob / 


2 — he roſe 
2 


i! 11 
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ſo he 
as he 
hit 
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Song 


he, 


tumbled 


'd; 


— kick'd, ſh-t, and dy d. 


for ever. 
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RIS A 


Song LXXYIL Celia, egg thy AK &c 


P13 
8 ) 


1 


82 


Time their idol from them — 
He muſt leave his gold behind, 
Lock d within {4 grave for ever. 


3 | Celia's fate will fill be worſe, - 
* Ter r 
Vain deſire will be her curſe, 

yet yp bon den pe Log 


* 
by 4 Complete Colton of 


"Seng Lit Of all the trmbles, *. 


ELL mat, my jovial teachers, 
W's my Ind 
For W wa appear 
Without 12 


bla permit , 


#2 __ 


Song LXXX. Bacchus, god of mortal, &c. 


ACCHUS, of mortal 
Patra cole Horm my 
How I long for Yother quart! 
Drowſy waiter, fince tis no later, 
Why ſhould good companions part ? 
—— 
If you'd wear a liberal ſpirit, 
Put about the generous claret, 
Aſter death no drinking's found. | 
Song LXXXI. Come fill us a bumper, &c. 


or fill us a bumper of red, my brave boys, 
Ine 


Let us call for the ſlaves from below, 
alone tis inſpires che mind with true joys, 
} ] * 5 ; : 


Ler's 


% A Complete Cad of 
r 


drink health 
rr 


Song LXXXII. How now, fifter, &c. 


OW now, fiſter Betteris, why look you fo fad ? 
Gillian. The times are fo hard and our trading fo 
we in our function no, money can gain, 
- Our pride and mum 


70a pray when, 


Senn 


Tl make it out to you as clear as the ſun 


| From Raccliff high-way, and from Nightingalo-ane, - 
Their come with a very fine train: 

Unto two couple came long-fided Sue, 

She's vas good as cer twang'd, i you give her due. 


Then Tower-Ditch and Hatton-Wall ſent in their pray , 
And dreſt as compleatly as horſes for fairs; 

With them jumping Jenny appear'd, as tis ſaid, 

Who ne'er in her lite of a man was afraid. 


The 
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| | Songs and Ballaids. 71 
The two Metropolitans came from the Park, 
As arch at the game, as cer play'd/in the dark ; | 
Then Lutener's-lane a gay couple did bring, g 
A Two better, I think, were ne'er ftretch'd in hemip-ftring, 
ad? | There were others from remote, 
The which tis too tediops for me here to note; 
And what was their bufineſs, I here will declare, 
How to our trade in repute they take care. 


The Venture of Cuckolds "tis called by name: 
And this is the way for to keep up our fame. 
And this is the ſhip which the cuckolds have brought, 
I nd is to be fraught: s 
And thither whores rampant, that „ may repair, 
With maſter and captain to truck for their ware. 
And for a ſupply, that our trade may increaſe, 
(For wanton it N 
We'll viſit the carriers, and take them up there, 
And then for their tutoring we will take care. 
In this we ſhall eaſe all the countries to do't, 
And do ourſelves pleaſure and profit to boot; [ 
For one that is crack'd in the country before, 
In London will make a ſpick and ſpan whore. 
There's many more precepts which they did adviſe, 
But theſe which I give you here ſhall ſuffice : 
And when you have heard them, I think you will ay, 
We ne'er were more likely to thrive in our way. 


Song 


72 


Or it ſhov'd ſcape him hard. 
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Song LXXXII. An boneſt man, &c. 


| N Wen 
A He was a cuckold made ; 
1 


ch his ſweet wife, a bold 
The wanton frolick 


FP! tell you 1 I hr 
A 


If you'll nm dou 0 
to a fingle 
is ſong will you ſmile, 
clown, 


n 8 

As he travelling 

Bringing his wife in — 
Came late into his inn 


The fer then his weapon drew 
And ſiood upon his ; 
And vow'd he'd have a touch or 


No reſt or quiet could he take, 
For Cupid's loud alarms ; 
mage er he reſolv'd to make 
1 her 2 — TY 
watch'd when were to bed, 
And nx Ag rs be, 
But made their yumber three 


— mne, 


You 


To 
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Tell me, 


That I did fear him thus: 


Wife, quoth the down, thou mak'ſ me laugh, 


@ 
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. r my youth, Kr. 
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won't leave 
vows to Bacchus's ſhri 


your t 


you court the joys 
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Song LXXXVI. Wd you core, Nec. 
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that finod by her; 
it to his, 


The ſlaige was mull, dut eum was ſtrong: 


had ocraſion to 
the 


her 
could | 
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. ſong : Amynta one nigh! 
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in the next chamber 
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Song LXXKVIN. 4 mock on the foregoing 


A Py = 


air 
quean, 


Dr 
gueſs that the night will windy 
0 


rag Lis 1 
5 W in poſſeſſion 
Jenny in her early charms. 
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Yet 


ir d, 


A ring 
= 
deſu d. 


name in court did 
1 


\ 


At laſt my 

the ears of 
Who came, and lik 
But I made coy what he 


Into 


Vet 


— eh 
Whom I had l d ten 


His bed, tho”. 
His heart with 


* - 


From England then be away, 
To end his life ppan the fea. - 


; 
prince of peerleſs might 
Did reap the pleature of his right. 


Vor. IV. L 
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You wanton wives that fall a.. 
Be you affar'd that is juſt 
Whoredom ſhalt not eſcape his band, 
Nor pride unpuniſh'd in this land. 
If God to me ſuch ſhame did bring, 
That yielded only to a kin 

How ſhall they ſcape that daily run 
To praftiſe fin with every man? 


You huſbands, match not but for love, 
Leſt ſome di after proves 
Women, be warn'd when you are wives, 
What plagues are due to ſinful lives : 
maids and wives, in time 
For love and. beauty will have end. 


« 


Song XCl. Hequen firſt created, & 


Eaven firſt created woman to be kind, 
Both to be belov'd, qt + <a 
vou contradift what heav*n 
You'll be contemn'd by all the 
Then , for I am 


* 
* 
\ 


n 


Fitting for 
] gave ber a 


Crying, 
i the coald haul, Sir, 


But it prov'd as falſe, Sir, as ſhe's fair. 


Song XCIl. Virgin: ſo fair, &c. 


Irgins fo fair, at length it may prove 
our deſtiny to be in love, 
R X 
prudence always be my guide, 
WAA little decency and pride, 
My actions to regulate. 


When 


AM laſs of L 
ESI 


belly's now almoſt to my chin, 
Le Na 


My being fo free and kind, 
make my heart to rue, 

of this 1 find, 
And cannot tell what to do. 
too, 


My petticoats which I wore, 


y aprons 
Alas! they are all too ſhort before, 
I cannot tell what go do. 


Song XCIII. 7 am a young laſs of Lynn, &c. 


Was 
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maid fo crofs'd, 
As I who thank'd him too? 

For why ? maidenhead is loſt, 
I cannot tell what to do. 


In forrowful fort I cry'd, 
And may now for ever rue; 
The pain lies in my back and fide, 
I cannot tell what to do. 


But now my heart is full of care, 
I cannot tell what to do. 


ions ie of 


Oh! what will becbmae of m? 


will Joys 
Beſure, till marry d, lie alone, 
Or elſe you at length may rue. 
I] came of as. good a race. 
As moſt is in Lynn's fair town, 
And coſt a deal bringing up, 
But a little thing laid me down. 


Song XCIV. Marriage, it ſeems, &c. 
Arriage, it ſeexms, is for better for worſe; 
Some —_  —_ — 
he cuckolds are .if proves true, 
r 

Of honeſt rich who ne'er had got there, 

If their wives not ſem them thro' trembling and fear. 


Some women are home, tho' rare in a wiſe, 

Yet with ſcolding and brawling they'll ſhorten your lite; 
Your ne'er can your bott and friend, 

But your wife, like an imp, is at your elbow's end, 
Crying fie, fie, you ſot, come, come, come, Come 3 
80 thele are unhappy abroad and at home. 


We find that the batchelor he liveth beſt, 

Tho drunk or ſober, he ſtill takes his reſt ; 
He never is troubled with ſcolding or ſtrife, 
_ (Tis the aſt cu. bg 22 "ow wife ) 
Bar i . A | 


2 Ong sees 


11 H 


4 


l 


9 


Sharp. My P ont ot: is but lank, 


* ru teach thee ſuch a pretty 
Shall 
Set 


2889 
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ing elſe in bank ; 


And you at I Kindly thank, 
With charming ſweet ſol fa: 


Hoſt. You 1 me for * ſure, 


Will this fine tune my debt ſecure ? 
Or pay my baker, and my brewer ? 
Or keep me from the law ? 
To buy you ſhirts, there's money lent, 
r 

ik , Is, Is, EI 44 
With fa, la, la, - Up 


dee four an jr md yon: 


1 


Nay, more, I'll bring G it my ſcores, 
A crew of t — 


erb 


— SHO 42 
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R 
9¹ 
- : * 


Hoſt. Well, ſince youre on the merry pin, 
And make fo ſlight the counter. gin; 
I'll do't, and let the tune begin 
Wich fa, la, la, Ia, &c. 


Sharp. Has not my dance ill humour charmdꝰ . 
Hoſt. I muſt confeſs my blood is warm'd. ' 
Sharp. And heart, I Ly oy by love alarm'd, 

8 , 


To lau ha, ha, ha FP 
Hoſt. You think you've catch'd me, now I ſmile. 
No, that I'll do at night, dear child ; _ 
Well, I'll the bailiffs ſtop a-while, 227 


To try your fa, la, la, la, la, la. | 
Song XCVI. Dear catholick brother, - 
Elch Morgan, young Teague, and brisk Sawney the 
October the 19th * 7 they got, [Sc 
Near Weſtminſter, over a bottle, and WT We 
Were pleas'd wich the king and his C'ronation-day, + 


. 


Quoth Morgan the ſon of Welch Sbinkin by name, 
From the north Welch mountains, cot bleſs hur, hur came, 
With uncles and coufin: full forty or more, CY 


To ſee hur king crown'd, which hur ne'er ſee before. -- 53A 


| All plood of hur plood, and dear bone of hur bones. 
Ap Powel, ap Davis, ap Rice, and ap Shones ; 9 
All uncles and couſins, Welch Shentlemen born, 


Goat-keepere, geeſe · drivers, and grinders of corn. 


Their windmills and mountains, their pigs, geeſe, and guns; 
They left in — Wales, and put on der en coat; 
Their ſwords, tacks, and tackers, and what might be found, 
To come up to London to In hur king crown'd. 

2 | Sir 
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Sir her uncle, cot ſo, will be there, 

With Won hur daughter, ſweet Winny the fair, 
all the nobles in Weſtminſer-hall 

If hur is not there too, it ſhall coſt hur a fall. 


Hur hopes hur ſhall ſee there, ads-ſplutter-a-nails, 
"The ſon of ki now our dear prince of Wales, 
Who never uſe of 4 father confeſſor, 

Next heir to the crown of Great Britain, cot pleſs hur. 


Becauſe at the ſhow hur reſolves to look big, 
Hur fold an old cow for to huy a new wig ; 
Hur knows how to ftrut, and hur knows what to ſay, 
Is call em Nonjurors that ſtand in hur way. 


A true Briton born, and a proteſtant bred, 

Hur hat, wig, and feather ſhall cover hor head: 

Hur ſword by hur fide, that will cut, hack, and cleave 
The foes of Great-Britain, if they'll give hurleave. 


Hub bubub, bub a boo, quoth the Irifh dear joy, 

You muſt not by fighting thoſe triumphs annoy; 
Should you cut a man into three or four halves, 

My ſhoul, you'll ne er cure him with balſam nor falves, 


Wherefore, my dear joy, ſheath in ſword, 
The c'ronation + nw 1 
rr 

His majefty's grace I am willing to 


Becauſe I'll be ready at that glorious fight, 
Pll go in the morning by nine over night, 
get to he Abby before I came there 
And fee them come walking by five in a pair. 
The brave Iriſh lords, the joy of Teague, 
As ſure as Cer Peggy — od ** 
Nee 
And I ſhall rejoice for to ſee their ſweet 


I ſwear 


Far FErFP 2258 Fefe SSEF FHES Fg 7 


ſwear 
're kind to good men, and a terror to rogues z 
no thee fore dd the raft of their tenin, 
'd in their blue ribbons of ſcarlet in grain ; 
Where they'll lead the way for his majeſty's grace, 
Before, or behind, or in ſome other place ; 
While conduits are xmging and bells run with wine, 
Dear joy, we will drink till our noſes do ſhine. 


My , my croney, and couſin , 

, my dear joy and brother in law, 
Will beat on the trumpets, and drums ſound the charge, 
As they walk it on foot through the ſtreet in a barge. _ 


— 


Betimes in the moraing by fx afternoon, 
Rich wine full of g Pl tipple off ſoon, 
Wich Iriſh good and honey, 


Which I'Il buy without &er a penny of money. 


eth Sawney the Scot, what a diſh u providel 
Potatoes with muſtard, and hone belide | 

The de'il ſplit your craig, the like I neer knew, 
You're a cook of all je» 4 give the devil his due. 


Quoth Sawney, I fwear by St. Andrew's croſs, 

Your diſh and your 4 make me at a loſs 

To know what you mean: give me bacon and cafe, 
On which Iſe can make a good moderate meal. 


8 talk of this new faſhion diſh, 

Amongſt fortune's favours I heartily wiſt, 

She'd grant me the honour to fee the king crown'd, 
le caſt up my bonnet ten foot from the ground 


in token of joy, he's a proteſtant king, 

Now muckle content to this land he does bring, - 
The kirk and the Scottiſh true proteſtant peers: 
May his iſſue reign for a million of years, 
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Sir and Sir Taffy, I ſpeak to you both, 

If you! 7 * 2 

Our king ſpran bleſs him, from king james th fi, 
8 TE Scotland, with, nedle 


We'll all go together, and Taffy ſhall play 
Before us, to honour the c'ronation day, 


. Upon har Welch harp; to which Taffy agreed, 
So to the C ronation they all did proceed. 


Song XCVII. Viaumnus Flora, &c. 


I&umnus Flora, you that bleſs the fields. pe 
Where warbling Philomel, 
Warbling Philomel in ſafety oy * 
And to the nymphs, to the nym 
That revel, revel, — 
That revel o'er _-_ — 

Diſ * „ diſpoſe 

—— ary B. de . nature yields. 
Gu 11 call Hymen, call, call, call, call; 


Call Hymen from his merry, merry, merry, merry, merry, 
merry home ; 


From his merry, merry, merry, merry home; 

From his merry, merry, merry, merry home: 

Call Hy men, call, call Hymen from his merry, 
(merry, 

Bid him — prepare, bid him \prepare, * 


Bid him prepare, prepare, 

BET ae 6 Bo 14. Ir 

To and drink full bowls ; 

Call, call, call loud, call, call, call loud, loud, 

Call loud, and ſay, 'ris beauty”s feaſt, de beauty's faſt 
"Tis beauty's feaſt, Quitera's wedding day; 

Tis beauty's feaſt, — wedding bo, 

Quitera's wedding day. 


1 
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Song 


* 
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ame ; 


dong 


8 4 X 7 8 1 . * 
Song XCVIII. Vds in old Sodom, &c. 
H O in old Sodom would live a day, 

GEE” of coaches ; 

here folly and noiſe is call'd brisk and gay, 

And wit lies in ſtudying debauches ? 

With ſtinks, which ſmoke and rank fogs diſplay, 
Who'd be offending their noſes, 


That in the ſweet ſhades of the country may 
Sit cool under buſhes of roſes ? 


Town fops in riot conſume every day, 
The cit will cheat his own brother ; 

And the ladies haunt the park and the play, 
To laugh and rail at each other. 


Our funds are wanting, our credit decays, 
The French are publickly arming ; 

And for all the daily noiſe 1s of peace, 
It never comes to confirming. 


But we that breathe in a fragrant air, 
From news, ftreet-noife, and fuch howling ; 
Our innocent pleaſures each day prepare, 
With fiſhing, and ſhooting, and bowling. 


Some mornings early we hunt a hare, 
Who life, to pleaſure us, loſes ; 

Or elſe if the weather proves not fair, 
At home we regale on the muſes. 


The charming raptures of beauty and love, 
Sweet Cloris freely affords too; 

When we meet each evening in a lone grove, 
And ſing and bill as the buds do. 


She feeds on jeſſamin, and ſpring nectar drinks; 
Whilſt ſhe we call a town madam, 


Is infected ſtill with foul ſuburb ſtinks, 


And damns herſelf in old Sodom. Song 
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Song XCIX. Riſe, bonny Kate, &c. | 


IS E, bonny Kate, the fan's got up high, 
RR biden have pid the => 
s give em good w y, 
| Fr 
There to thy health Iſe drink my three quarts, 
F 5 
Where to young may chance to loſe hearts, 
Aſſure thyſelf, Jockey's ſhall ſtill be thine. 
When we come home, we'll kiſs and we'll bill, 
And feaſt on each ather as well as our meat, 
Then ſaddle our gags, and to Box-hill, 
And there. there, there, ummate the treat : 
And when at bowls I chance to be broke, 


„ 


Still fearing the fall of the leaf: 
Old muſty wives take aine in a hand, 


den takes five too, that is vex'd with the green, 


In hopes they'll have power to prepare her for man, 
When ever ſhe comes to her teens. 


The end of No. I. of Vol. IV. 
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Song C. Cold and raw, &c. 


r 


* 


5 <3 
12 — C 


| TY Bleak in the morning _ 
| All tht trees were hid with ſnow, 


N 
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Down I vail'd my bonnet low, 

| Meaning 1 ſhow my breeding, 

She — ceful bow, 
Her — exceeding 

I ask'd her Gs Be wes thee > them, 
And long'd to hold a parley ; 

She told me, to the next market town, 
On purpoſe to ſell her barley. 


In this purſe, ſweet ſoul, ſaid I 
Twenty pounds lies fairly, 
Seck no further one to buy, 
For Iſe take all thy barley : 
Twenty pound more ſhall purchaſe delight, 
Thy perſon I love fo dearly, 
If thou wilt lig with me all night, 
And gang home in the morning early. 


If forty pound would buy the globe, 
This thing Vd not do, Sir, 

Or were my friends as poor as Job, 
I'd never raile em ſo, Sir; 

For ſhould you prove one night my friend, 
We's get a young kid together, 

And you'd be gone &er nine months end, 
Then where ſhould I find the father ? 


Pray what would my parents ſay, 
It I ſhould be fo filly, 
To give my maidenhead away, 
And loſe my true love Billy ? 
Oh, this would bring me to diſgrace, 
And therefore 1 ſay you nay, Sir; 
And if that you would me embrace, 
Firſt marry, and then you may, Sir. 


I told her, I had wedded been 
Fourteen years, and longer, 

Elſe I'd 45 her for my queen, 

7 And tie the knot more ſtronger. 


* 


She 


by 
- 


She 


Why ſhould'ſt thou diſputing ſtand? 


Songs and Ballads. 

She bid me then no farther come, 
But manage my wedlock fairly, 

And keep my purſe for poor ſpouſe at home, 
For ſome other ſhould buy her barley. 


Then as ſwift as any roe 
She rode away, and left me; 
After her I could not go, 
Of joy ſhe quite bereft me : 
Thus I myſelt did diſappoint, 
For ſhe did leave me fairly ; 
My words knock'd all things out of joint, 
J loſt both the maid and the barley. 


Riding down a narrow lane, 
Some two or three hours after, 
There | chanc'd to meet again 
'T'his farmer's bonny daughter: 
Although it was both raw and cold, 
I ſtay'd to hold a parley, 
And ihew'd once more my parſe of gold, 
When as ſhe had ſold her barley. 


Love, faid I, pray do not frown, 
But let us change embraces, 
Fil buy thee a ſilken gown, 
With ribbons, gloves, and laces, 
A ring and bod'cin, muff and fan, 
No lacy ſhall have neater; 
For, az I am an honeſt man, 
[ ne'er {aw a ſweeter creature. 


Then I took her by the hand, 
And faid, my deareſt jewel, 


I prithee be not cruel. 
She found my mind was fully bent 
To pleaſure my fond defire, 
Therefore ſhe ſeemed to conlent, 
But I wiſh I had never come nigh her. Sir, 


— 8 
Oh, let me ficit thoſe things, 
2 


Whoſe waters are both deep and wide, 


Such rivers I ne er ſee many; 
She leapt her mare on the other fide, 
And left me not one penny. 


After her I could not go, 
For fear of being drowned. 
She rurmn'd about, and faid, behold, 
I am not for your devotion ; 
But, Sir, I thank you for my gold, 


*Twill ſerve to enlarge my portion. 


I began to ſtamp and flare, 

Is ſee what ſhe had acted; 
With my hands I tore my hair, 

Like one that was quits diſtracted. 


have your pleaſure.. 
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vow d ſhe did not intend it. 


* 
* . 


Song CI. I am a jovial cobler, &c. 


and willing in my . 
, tall, wh | fie inging and whitting in my En 

s Dick the and i 5 
7 OI Hodge whadrives the „„ 


4$« 4 
Save in the dirt, whilft I with my awl 
Get more money fitting, fitting in my ſtall, &c. 
And there's Tom the porter, companion of the 
Who fands in the fleet with his rope and noe, © 
T_T ER 
Whilſt 


am getting money, money in my ſtall, &c. 


Fith a ack on their back, at a door ftand and call, 
Mg I am getting money, money in my ftall, &c. 


and there's another crew with other fort of notes, 
Vho cry up and down old ſuits and coats, 
mana foe days gre nothing at all, 

n I getting money, money in my ſtall, &c. 


And 
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And there's the jolly cooper with his hoops at his back: 
Who trudgeth up and down to ſee who lack MS 
Their casks to be made tight, with hoops great and ſmall, 
Whilſt I fit getting money, money in my tall, &c. 


And there's-a jolly tinker, that loves a bonny laſs, 
Who trudges up and down to mend old braſs, 
With his long ſmutty punch to force holes withal, 

_ Whilſt I fit getting money, money in my ſtall, &c. 


And there is another old Tom Terrah, 

Who up and down the city drives his barrow, 

To fell his fruit both great and ſmall, 

Whilſt I fit getting money, money in my ſtall, &c. 
And there is the blind and lame, with a wooden leg, 
Who up and down the city they forced are to beg 
Some crumbs of comfort, the which are but ſmall, 
Whilſt I fit getting money, money in my ſtall, &c. 


And there's a gang of wenches who oyſters (ell, 
And powder Moll too with her ſweet ſmell, 

She trudges up and down with powder and ball, 
Whillt I fit getting money, money in my ſtall, &c. 


And there's the jovial girls with their milking-pails, 
Who trudge up and down with their — 4 
Flip-flapping at their heels, for cuſtom they call. 
Whilſt I fit getting money, money in my tall, &c. 


"Tis theſe are the gang who take great pain, 

And it. is thoſe . * maintain; 

But when it blows and rains I do pity them all, 

To fee them trudge about, while I am in my ſtall, &c. 


And there's many more who ſlave and toil 
Their living to get, but it is not worth while 
To mention them; ſo TÞ'll fing in my ſtall, 
I] am the happieſt mortal, mortal of them all, 
All, all, I am the happieſt mortal, mortal of them nd 


hy 
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H. Flors's farewel ; r, - Summer time ; 
or, Love's tide. 


my bow'r, and flew my knight ; 
And aſter that my knight was flain, 


I could no lotiger there remain. | 


My ſerrans all from me did fly, 

a the midſt of my extremity, 

And left me by my ſelf alone, 

With a heart more cold than any ſtone. 


Yet tho' my heart was full of care, 
Heav'n would not ſuffer me to deſpair z 
Wherefore in haſte I chang'd my name 
From fair Eliſe to ſweet William. 


And therewithal I cut my hair, is 
And dreſs d my ſelf in man's attire ; 

My doublet, hoſe, and beaver hat, | 
And a golden band about my neck ; * 


With 2 filver rapier by my fide, 
Solike a gallant I did ride ; 


The thing thay 1 delighted on, 
It was to be a fervmy-man. 


Thus in my ſumptuous man's array, 
I bravely mode along the way ; 


And at the laſt it chanced fo, 
That I to the king's court did go: 


Then to the king I bow'd full low, 
My love and duty for to ſhow ; 
And ſo much favour I did crave, 


That a ſerving-man's place might have. 


Stand up, brave ps. the king reply d. 
Thy ſervice ſhall not be deny'd ; 


But tell me firſt what thou canſt do, 
Thau ſhalt be fitted thereunto. 


Wilt thou be uſher of my hall, 
To wait upon my nobles all ? 

Or wilt thou be talter of my wine, 
To wait on me when I da dine? 


Or wilt thou be my chamberlain, 
To make my bed both ſoft and fine ? 
Or wilt thou be one of my guacd, 
And 1 will gize thee thy reward 


Sweet William, with a filing face, 
Said $0 the king, if't pleaſe your grace 
To ſhew ſuch favour unto me, 

Yeur chamberlain I fain would be. 


The king then did the nobles call 
To ask the counſel of them all; 
Who gave conſent ſweet William, he,. 
"The king's owe chamberlain ſhould be. 


Now mark what ſtrange thing came to paſs: 
As the king one day a hunting was, 

With all his lords and noble train, 

Sweet William did at home remain. 


| Sweet William had no company then 
With him at home, but an old man; 

And when he faw the houſe was clear, 

He took a late which he had there ; 


Upon the late ſweet William play d, 
And to the ſame he ſung and faid, 

With a ſweet and noble voice, 
Which made the old man to rejoice; 


My father was as brave a brd 
As ever Europe did afford ; 

My mother <uas @ lady bright, | 

My husband cv A valñlant knight ; 0 


Hnd I myſelf a lady gay, 

Bedeck'd with gorgeous rich array; 
The braveſt lady in the [and 

Had nit more pleaſure at command, 


I bad my muſick every day, 
Harmonious lefſons for to play ; 
1 had my wirgins fair and free, 
Continuwally to abt on me. 


But row, alas ! my husband's dead, 
And all my friends are from me fled ; 
My former joys ave paſt and gone, 


For I am now @ ſerving-man. 


At laſt che King from hunting came, 
And preſently upon the ſame 

He called for this good old man, 
And thas io ſpeak the king began. 


O 2 What 


He took ſweet William for his wife : 
The like before was never ſeen, 
A ſerving- man to be a queen. 


Seng CIII. Within an arbour of delight, &c. 


thin an arbour of deli 
| ee. 


here famous Sidney us'd to write, 
I lately had a viſion ; 
t beneath a golden ſtate, 


The turns of chance obeying, 
Six of the world's moſt noted great 


At piquette were a playing. 
The firſt two were the brave Eugene, 

With Vendoſme battle waging, 
The next a nymph, — = INN 
| Her Monſieur was engaging: 


TC. 


Songs and Ballads. 
The Fleur-de-lis, old Maintenon, 
The TY ND 


And next above the ſcarlet don, - 
Queen Anne and Gallick Nero. 


The game between the martial braves 

Was held. in different caſes, 

The Frenchman got quatorze of knaves, 
But prince Eugene four aces: -. 

And tho' ders other's eldeſt hand 
Gave 

Vet now the 


From them I turn'd 8 
And found her 'd to high degree, 
The fa — purſe 
e ſaints that cramm' 
She hop'd would all oblige her, 
For he had but a little tierce, 


When ſhe produc'd quint-major. 


But now betwixt the king and queen 
An empire was ing, 
Wichin whoſe mighty game was ſeen 
The art of ſtate-contending : 
The Monſieur had three kings to win't, 
And was o'er Europe . 
quint. 


But her full point, quatorze, 
8 and lett him foaming. 


Song CIV. Rogero, &c. 


OW ponder well, you parents dear, 
Theſe words which 1 ſhall write, 
A doleful ſtory you ſhall hear, 
In time brought forth to light. 


A gentle 


% 4 Complete c of 


A of good account | 
Norfolk dwelt ef kate, 6. 


Who did in honour far ſurmoum 
Moſt men of his eſtate. . 


Sore ſick he was, and like to die, 
No help his life could fave ; 

His wife by him as fick did lie, 
And both poſſeſs d one grave 

No love between theſe two was left, 
Each was to other kind, 

In love they; liv'd, in love they dy d. 
And left two babes behind: 


The one a fine and pretty boy, 
Not three years old, | 

The r a girl more young than he, 
And Bam in beauty”s mould. | 

4 | . 
s plainly doth appear, 1 
Three hundred pounds a year; 


And to his little daughter Jane, 
Five hundred pounds in gold, | 
To be paid down on marriage- day, 
Which might not be controul'd - | 
Bat. if the children chanc'd to die, 
er they to age ſhould come, | 
Their uncle ſhoul ſſeſs their wealth, | 
For ſo the will did run. | 


Now, brother, faid the dying, man, 
Look to my children dear ; 

Be unto my boy and girl, 
o friends elſe I have here: 

To God and you I recommend 

My children night and day, 

Bur little while beſure we have | 

'Y Within this world to ſtay. Ton 
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You mult be father and mother both, 
Aad uncle all an one; 

God knows what will become of them 
When I am dead and gone. 

With that beſpoke their mother dear: 
Q brother Kind, quoth ſhe, 

You are the man muſt bring our babes 
To wealth or miſery: ; 


If you do keep them carefully, 
Then God will you reward; 
But af you otherwiſe ſhould deal, 
God will your deeds 
With lips as cold as any ſtone, 
He kifg'd the children ſmall, 
God bleis you both, my children dear ; 
With that the tears did fall. 


© Thefe ſpecches then their brother ſpoke 

To Tr fick couple there, 

The keeping of your children dear, 
Sweet ſitter, do not fear; 

God never proſper me nor mine, 
Nor aught elſe that I have, 

If I do wrong your children dear, 
When you are laid in grave. 


The parents being dead and gone, 
The children home he takes, 
And brings them ſtrait unto his houſe, 
Where much of them he makes. 
He had not kept theſe pretty babes 
A twelve-month and a day, 
But for their wealth he did devile, 
To make them both away. 


He bargain'd with two ruffians ſtrong, 
Which were of furious mood, 

That they ſhouid take the children young, 
And lay them in 2 wood : 
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And told his wiſe, and all he had, 


He did the children ſend 
To be bronght up in fair London, 
With one that was his friend. 


Away then went theſe pretty babes, 
Rejoycing at that tide, 


yang with a mind, 
be -horſe ride: 
2 prate and "pounds pleafantly, 
As they rode on the way, 


To thoſe that ſhould their butchers be; 
And work their lives decay. 


So that the pretty ſpeech had, 
bps +» 4, dep Arey 


And they that undertook the deed, 
Fall fore did now repent. 

Yet one of them more hard of heart, 
Did vow to do his charye, 

Becauſe the wretch that hired him 
Had paid him very large. 

The other wan't agree thereto, 
So here they fell to ſtriſe, 

Wich one another they did fight 
About the chaldrens lite ; 

And he that was of mildeſt mood 
Did ſlay the other there, 

Within an unfrequented wood, 
Where babes did quake for fear 


He took the children by the hand, 
When tears ftogd in their eye, 

And bad them ſtraightway follow him, 
And look they did not cry: 

And two long miles he led them thus, 
While they for bread complain, 
Stay here, quoth he, I'll bring ye bread, 

When I do come again. 
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Theſe pretty babes, — hand in hand, 
Was Ven down, 

Dot 2 EIN — 4 4 
Approachi rom town: 
Their pretty If with black-berries 
Were all d and dy'd, 
And when they ſaw the darkſome night, 

They fat them down and cry'd. 


Thus wander'd theſe two babes, 
Till death did end their grief, 

In one another's ems they chi. 
As babes wanting 

No burial theſe pretty babes 
Of any man receives, 

Till Robin-red-breaft ; 
Did cover them leaves. 


And now the heavy wrath of God 
Upon their uncle fell; 

Yea, fearful fiends did haunt his houſe, 
His conſcience felt an hell : 

His barns were fir'd, his goods conſum'd, 
His lands were barren made, 

His cattle dy'd within the field, 
And nothing with him ſtaid. 


And in the voyage of Portu 
Two of his ſons did E 

And to conclude, himſelf was brought 
Unto much miſery 

He pawn'd and — AP all his land, 
Fer ſeven years came about ; 

And now at length this wicked act 
Did by this means come out. 


The fellow that did take in hand 
Theſe children for to kill, 
Was for a robb'ry judg'd to die, 
As was God's bleſſed will: 
Vol. IV. P 
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And wiſely of 
And cool 
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Who did confeſs the very truth, 
The which is here 'd; 
Their uncle dy'd, while he for debt 

Did long in priſon reſt. 
You that executors be made, 
And overſeers eke, 
Of children that be fatherleſa, 
= 
"you exam y ing, 
And ne n l right, 
Leſt God with fuch like miſery 
Your wicked minds requite. 


Song CV. Europa fair, &c. 


Uropa fair, 
Love's chiefeſt care, 


Gaily ſmiling, hither turn your eyes ; 


To court your love, 
See mighty Jove 


Thus deſcending from the lofty skies: 


Shew no diſdain 

To give me pai 

But yield to 2 ; 
That ne' er will cloy, 


my fond | mor , 

the ſcorchin t of love. 

Thus, — fair, 

— dare 
rovoke my L 

You may aſh _ 


wage ; 
When in your arms I'm cloſely curl'd, 
Kiſſing, preſſing, you will fave the world. 


Aer 
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Song CVI. Believe my ſigbs, my tears, my dear. 


7 Grant, a thouſand oaths I ſwore, 

I none would love but yon: 

not to change would wrong me more, 
Than breaking them can do. 

Yet you thereby a truth will learn, 
Of much more worth than I; 

Which is, That lovers which do ſwear, 
Do alſo uſe to lye. 


Chloris does now that heart 
Which to you did belong: 

But, though thereof ſhe brazs a-while, 
She not do ſo long. 

She thinks, by being fair and kind, 
To hinder my remove, 

And ne'er ſo much as dreams that change, 
Above both thoſe, I love. 


Then grieve not any more, nor think 

My change is a diſgrace: 

For though it robs you of one ſlave, 

It leaves another place : 8 
Which your b eyes ſubdue 
„un him dos them firſt ſee : 

3 

They ne' er had conq 


Song CVII. Ob! my treafure ! 


. 


Song CVIII. From native ftalk, &c. 


ROM native ſtalk the province roſe 
; oh | upon 6 graces ng © 


While conftant lovers in vain, 
And die for being 


Song CIX. Of all comforts I micarriad, 


F 4 

Marria ure is moſt precarious ; 

a maze fo ſtrangely winding, 

Still we are new mazes finding : 

"Tis an action ſo ſevere, 

That t but death can ſet us clear. 

Happy's the man from wedlock free, 2 

Who knows to prize his liberty. 
Were men wary, 


We thould norbe by Walf Go full of miſery 


Song 
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Song CX. Deſpairing beſide à clear from. 


N the bank of a river fo deep, 
Whoſe waters glide filently en, 
Sad Roſalind ſat down to weep, 
For Damon, her lover, was gone : 
The faireſt and faithfulleſt ſhe, 
Of all that tripp'd over the plains; 
But alas! the moſt fickle was he, 
. Among all the ſhepherds and ſwains. 


Down each cheek ran her tears in a ſtream : 
All his vows are forgotten! ſhe cries, 
no more than a dream, 
Though for him his fond ſhepherdeſs dies: 
He's gone, the falſe creature is gone, 
To deceive ſome freſh nymph of the plain, 
Whoſe fate will, like mine, be to moan 
The loſs of a perjured ſwain. 


you _ maidens, beware, 
my treacherous ſhepherd you meet, 
For — he's bewitchingly fair ; 
When he ſpeaks, there's no muſick ſo ſweet : 
As the ſpring he is blooming and gay, 
As the ſummer delightſome and kind; 
But believe not one word he can fay, 
For he's falſe as the wavering wind. 


Fooliſh maid! whilſt 1 thought he was true, 


I ſent up no look to the skies; 
All the ſunſhine or gloom that I knew, 
Was the gloom or the ſhine of his eyes. 
He alone was my joy and my care, 
[ wiſh'd for no heaven above; 
No ſorrow, no pain could I fear, 
No hell, but the loſs of his love. 
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fondly i he, 
Till I granted — he deſir d! 
But, you virgins, take warning by me, 
For his flame from that moment expir'd. 
Now I ne'er ſhall embrace him again, 
He, ungrateful, is flown from my arms, 
Far away, ober the fl plain, 
And deſpiſes theſe ſullied charms. 


Thus ſhe mourn'd ; what a ſcene all around! 

The birds flag their gs. at her ſighs, 
The valleys her forrows reſound, 

And the ftream ſhews her blubbered eyes : 
All nature takes part in her woe, 

A black cloud o'er the heaven is ſpread, 
The winds have forgotten to blow, | 


And the willows bend over her head. 


Song XI. Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart. 


F all the girls that e er were ſeen, 
There's none ſo ſine as Nelly, 
For charming face, and ſhape and mien, 
And what's not fit to tell ye: 
Oh the turn'd neck, and ſmooth white skin 
Of lovely, deareſt Nelly ! 2 
For many a ſwain it well had been, 
' Had ſhe ne er paſs d by Calat'. 


art. 
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For when as Nelly came to France, 
(Invited by her Couſins) 
Acroſs the Tuilleries each 
Kill'd Frenchmen by whole dozens : 
The king, as he at dinner fat, 
Did beckon to his Huſlar, 
And bid him bring his tabby-cat, 
For charming Nell to buſs her. 


The ladies were with rage provok'd 
To fee her ſo reſpected; 
The men look'd arch, as Nelly ftroak'd, 
And puſs her tail erected : 
But not a man did look employ, 
Except on pretty Nelly ; 
Then ſaid the duke de Villeroy, 
Ah! qu elle eſt bien jolie 


But who's that grave philoſopher, 
That carefully looks at her ? 

By his concern, it ſhould appear, 
The fair one is his daughter. 
Ma*foy ! (quoth then a courtier ly) 
He on his child doth leer too : 

I wiſh he has no mind to try, 
What ſome papa's will here do. 


The courtiers all with one accord, 
Broke out in Neily's praiſes, - 

Admir'd her Roſe, and Lys ſans Farde, 
(Which are your terms Francoiſes.) 

Then might ye ſee a painted ring 
Of dames that ſtood by Nelly ; 

She like the pride of all the ſpring, 
And they like Fleurs de Palais. 


In Marli Gardens, and St. Clou, 
I faw this charming Nelly ; 

Where ſhameleſs nymphs expo“ d to view, 
Stand naked in each allee : 


4 
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Bat Venus had a brazen face, 
Both at Verſailles and Meudon, 
Or elſe ſhe had refign'd her place, 
And left the ſtone ſhe ſtood on. 


Were Nelly's figure mounted there, 
would put down all th" Italian: 
Lard ! how thoſe foreigners would ſtare! 

But I ſhould turn Pygmalion. 
Far ſpite of lips, and eyes, and mien, 
Me nothing can delight ſo, 

As does that part that hes between 
Her left toe and her right toe. 


Song CXII. From grave leſſons, 8c. 


ROM grave leſſons and reſtraint, 


Fn ſtole out to revel here; 
et I tremble and pant, 
In the middle of the fair. 


Oh ! wou'd fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay, 
Now's the time he ſoon may move 
A young heart unus'd to love. 


Shall I venture? no, no, no; 

Shall I fram the danger go ? F 
Ok! no, no, no, no, no; 

E muſt not try, I cannot fly. 


Help me, nature, help me art, 
Why ſhould I deny my heart: 
Ff a lover will purſue, 
Like the wiſeſt let me do, 
F will fit him if he's true, 
If he's falſe I'll fit him too. 
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Song CXIII. Vain Belinda. 


OOR Damon, full of am'rous ſmart, 
To Sylvia 'd all his heart ; 
hilſt ſhe repaid his tender awe, 
With forc'd neglect, and ha, ha, ha, 


With forc'd, &c. 
Provok'd by her inſulting ſcorn, 
He lets her iſh in her turn: 


Till he's redu COA 

Her note is chang'd into, alas 

Her note, &c. 

Y M her fate, 

Nor your kindneſs till too late ; 

To love, and honour, and obey, 

Be wiſe, and anſwer, ay, ay, ay, 

Be wiſe, &c. 

os cot make us falſe to truth, 
e our hearts, perplex the youth, 

N # 

No, ſurely, in my conſcience, no. 

No, furely, in my conſcience, no. 


Song CXIV. Slow men of London. 


HERE were three lads in our town, 
Slow men of London! 
y courted a widow was bonny and brown, 
to work without their tools, 
London ! 


22 ; 
umble ſquires did appear, 
And members —— — 3 
And who would not be ſtill 
For the civil-liſt bill, 
'To have a place in a ſham coronation ? 


Since the days that old Paul's was a fable. 


Been alive but till now, <4 
To have ſeen a jakes made of St. Peters? 


2 


Ki; CXVI. Greenwood tree. 


IN 
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Song CX VII. Believe my fighs,my tears, my dear. 
Y days have been ſo won” rous free, 

The little birds that fly, 


careleſs caſe, from tree to tree, 
Were fearce fo bleſt as l. 


beauty caught; 
i 
Are fix d upon he. 
An eager hays wid my bee, 
every doubt 
PR. inn - no boy np HP 
The fav rite of my foul. 
Ye nicht ye tool , 
r 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
e Cloſe retreats of love; 
E633 on. 
Aſſiſt the dear defign 


O teach a is heart, 
4 


Ahn 

And — 5+, 5 
Unleſs it be for her: 

"Tis true, the in my mind 
Is mix'd with ſoſt diftreſs ; 

Yet while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 
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Song cxvm. Nun 41 dag. 
1. my faireſt . 


To ſeize the 
ith thee is ev'7y pleaſure 


Beyond 
rs are blooming, 


The ſpring, when 


n uming, 
Your Nom free. 


ny CXIX. Maidens, beware ye, &c. 


Aidens, beware ye, 
Love will enſnare ye, 
If you but look, or lend an ear: 
TI I nn ye, 
hs wall trapan ye, 
Tears Th draw >. = into the ſnare; 
Then, in time, beware. 


Daily you'll find it, 
If you'll but mind it, 

How many maids falſe men betray : 
Let this concern ye, 


Let their fall learn ye 


From the danger to run away, 
Run, run, run away. 


Let virtue guard ye, 
Praiſe will reward ye, 


And you will ſhine in brighteſt . 
hen the poor creature, 
That yields her charter, 
Lives abandon'd, and dies with ſhame, 
To bear ſuch a name. 


= 


| Hoi Balls: 


"Rn "XK » — PI . &c. 


2 
Of this charming. this obſtinate maid. 


Song CXXI. Believe my ſighs, my tears, Kc. 


Love, I doat, I rave with pain, 
No quiet's in my mind, 

't ho” ne'er could be a happier ſwain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind : 

For when (as long her chains I've worn) 
Lask relief from ſmart, - 

She only gives me looks gf ſcorn ;_ 
Alas! "twill break my m * 


* _ rich in world] 
N "= 


Can oy ſuch a prize 
1 For wealth, and not deſert, 
And my poor ſighs and tears deſpiſe ? 
Alas! "twill break my heart. 
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When like-fome ing, hov'ring dove, 


the cauſe of eager 
She coldly calls me friend. 
Ah, Sylvia, thus in vain you ftrive 
34 
Alas! and break my heart. 
When on 1 


I lay me to 


In to calm my raging head, 
Her cruelty all eaſe denies ; 
With ſome fad dream I ſtart, 
All drown'd in tears, I find my eyes, 
And breaking feel my heart. 
Then riſing, thro the path I rove, 
That leads me where ſhe dwells, 
Where to the ſenſleſs waves my love 
Its mournful ſtory tells: 
With fighs I dew and kiſs the door, 


r 
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Song CX XII. Go, vind the vicar, &c. 


O, vind the vicar of Tauntan-Dean, 
E And he'll tell you the banns were asked ; 
A vat ca vor's pains, 
| pony gent gre} on 
And a Friday night I was, by right, 
To have prov'd if ſhe were a maiden ; 
And now the is ran wich a ſoldier to town: 
Heydledom, deydledom, cudden ; 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, 'Tom : 
Sing heydledom, deydledom, cudden. ' 


My mother ſhe zold her blue game-cock, 
v a dainty brood of chicken; 
ht roy dire a canvaſs ſmock, 
—_— it up in the kitchen; 
And ſhe bought me a cambrick band, 
With a bumkin pair of breeches; 
Not thinking but Joan 
| Would have made me her own : 
But i” faith ſhe'd have none of thoſe vetches, 
Heydon, dudgen, cudden, I om: 
Sing heydledom, heydledom, cudden. 


Fll take a hatchet and hang my zell, 
Before I'll endure theſe loſſes 3 

Or elſe a rope in a doleſome well, 
For I never can bear theſe croſſes: 

Or I will go to ſome beacon high, | 
For 7 Ach I am welly 

And throw my zelf down, her kindneſs to try. 


Heydledom, heydledom, &c. 


If ſhe can think 'tis a better trade, 
This ſhooting of guns, and flaſhing ; 
She'll find herſelf but a ſimple jade, 
. | 
You. IV. I ncer 
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I ne'er ſhall beg without a leg, 
Nor occaſion have vor a wooden; 
. 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom: 
Sing heydledam, deydledom, cudden. 


Song CXXIII. The terrible law, &c. 


HE terrible law, 
When it faſtens its paw 

On a poor man, it gripes till he's undone ; 
1 

May turn to my ruin 

Though rich as che Lord May'r of London, 


Wha — 1 
t carry, 

Unleſs we firſt — 

| I will be 'dempnify'd, 
Thoroughly zatisfy'd, 

That ch'am ſhan't ſuffer a varding. 


Song CXXIV. Bacchus one day gayly, &c. 


Hus we'll drown all melancholy 
3 FT — 
I , 
— 7 


ny noble Nr 
Scorns ſuch mean — -- » 

Whilſt the world proclaims his merit, 
He ſublimer joys purſues, 


++ 


\ 
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Song CXXV. Mad Tom. 


ORTH from my dark and diſmal cell, 

Or from the deep abyſs of hell, 

ad Tom is come to view the world again, 

To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper d brain. 
Fears and cares oppreſs ſoul ; 

Hark ! how the angry farts howl! 


Pluto laughs, nd Pane i 
To foe pror nated Thus of mad. 


— 7 


RT bs 
Bid Charles make ready his wan, 
To bring me my ſenſes again. 


Laſt night I heard the Dog: ſtar bark, 
Mars met Venus in the dark ; 
Limping Vulcan heat an iron-bar, 
And furivaly made a: he god of war: 
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Mars with his weapon laid about, 
Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 

His horns did ſo hang in his light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright. 


M the nimble poſt of heaven, 
Stood {til to ſee the —— ; 

Gorrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 
Beſtrid a ſtrong- beer barrel; 

2 me he drank whole buts, 


But mine were ne'er the wider. 


Hark ! I hear Acteon's hounds, 
The huntſmen bon yy and halloo; 


. eee 
Eats powder'd beef, turnip, and carrot ; 
But a cup of ia 
Will fire the buſh at his back 


Song CXXVI. O Beſſy Bell, and Mary Gray 


Jockey blith, for what thou'ſt done, 
There is nae help nor mending ; 
or ou haſt jogg d me out of tune, 
For a* thy fair 


My mother ſees a chan & n me, 
For my complexion ; 
And this, alas! has been with thee 

Sae late amang the raſhes. 


N 
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Jockey. M what Þ ve faid, I'll do, 
1 


Come then. + let — buckle ta, 
Nae longer let fooling ; 

For her content, III — - bony 
Since thy complexion da 

And then we'll try a feather-bed, 
"Tis ſaſter than the raſhes. 


Peggy. Then, Jockey, ſince thy love's fac true, 


Let mither ſcoul, Pm 
Sae lang's I live, I neer | rue 
For what I've done to jp lhe 
And there's my hand, —_—: 
O! wells 26 the 
When e'er thou likeſt, Iſe do't again, 
And a feg for a their claſhes. 


Song CXXVII. Thus Kitty, beautiful, &c. 


HUS Kitty, beautiful and young, 


| And wild as colt untam'd, 
poke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd ; 


Inflam'd with rage at fad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd ; 
And forely vex'd to play the faint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 


Shall I thumb holy books, confin'd, 
With Abigails forſaken ? 

Kitty's for other things defign'd, 
Or I am much miſtaken. 


Muſt Lady Jenny frisk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 


What 
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What has ſhe better, pray, than I? 
What hidden charms to boaſt ? 
That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 

Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt. 


Deareſt mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try ; 
TIl have my earl, as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 


Til ſoon with Jenny's pride quit ſcore, 
- Make all her lovers fall: 

They'll grieve I was not loos'd before 3 
She, I was loos'd at all. 


Fondneſs prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at heart's defire, 1 
Obtain d the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


Song CXXVIII. Fill all the glaſſes, &c. 


ILL all the glaſſes, fill em high, 
Drink, drink, and defy all power but love : 
Wine gives the ſlave his liberty; 
But love makes a ſlave of thund'ring Jove. 
Drink, drink away, 
Make a night of the day, 
"Tis nectar, tis liquor divine; 
The pleaſures of life, 
Free from anguiſh and ſtrife, 
Are owing to love and good wine. 


eee 


Song 


Song CXXIX. In Kent fo fam'd of old. 
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N the Kaold, 
r 
> 
in jarring days, 
kings contend for bays, 
Your love my foul does raiſe 
Above its glory. 


My life, my lovely dear, 

Whilſt you are ſmiling here, 

The plants and flow'rs appear 
Moſt ſweetly charming: 

The ſun may ceaſe to ſhine, 

And all its pow'rs reſign, 

Your eyes dart rays divine, 
All nature warming. 


Then leaning on her breaſt, 
He claſp'd her lovely waiſt, 
With words endearing preſt, 
No thought of harming ; 
Ae which the bluſhing maid 
Thus, fighing, to him faid, 
My fooliſh heart's betray'd 
By words ſo charming. 


Near by there was a e; 

A proper place for © 

To which this couple move, 
Alike defiring ; 

She fell into his arms, 

And faid, take all my charm:; 

Love beats his laſt alarms, 


Pm juſt expiring. 


IA 
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| Song CXXX. Phillis, as ber wine ſhe pd in 


=D as her wine ſhe ſip d in, 
in y fe * 1 


"re thy br la, i 
A full glaſs of brizk Cha mpaigne. 


Why ſo coy, ſaid he, and fickle ? 
Muſt I always 5gh is rain? 
Muſt I never hope to. tickle, 
Tal, lal, &c. 
Your ear with a merry ftrain? 


Long have I been toſs'd and fretting, 
Like a failor on the main ; 
Sure, at length tis time to in, 
Tal, lal, Ae. 
To the port I hope to gain. 


Hearts you take 2 in ſtealing, 
Of new conq are vain ; 
Torture others, whilſt I'm feeling, 
Tal, lal, &c. 
Pleaſure that is void of pain. 


Won at length, ſhe liſt ned kindly, 
And from love cou!d not refrain ; 
So in the nick the nymph was finely 
lal, &c. 8 
Fitted for her cold diſdain. | 


© 
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Song CXXXI. As Celia near a fountain lay. 


h has , A 
M. 
hat, as 


, 


tis us d to run away, 
"Tis to Belinda fled: 


But what if I in charge ſhou'd give 
Her, not to entertain, 
But rate my wanton fugitive, 
And ſend him home again? 
Would ſhe her captive thus forego, 
And looſe my little finner ; 
And not expect a kiſs or two 
To fo much grace ſhould win her? 


But then if ſhe myſelf ſhould nooſe, 
And there is room to fear; 

To ſtay or go is hard to chuſe: 
Venus, your counſel here, 


Song CXXXII. Waft me, ſome ſoft and 
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Which can't be bought with hills of gold. 


Since wealth and pow'r too weak we find, 
To quell the tumults of the mind ; 
Or from the monarch's roofs of ſtate, 
Drive thence the cares that round him wait : 


the man with little bleſt, 
Of what his father left poſleſs'd ; 
No baſe defires corrupt his head, 
No fears diſturb him in his bed. 

What then in life, which ſoon muſt end, 

Can all our vain deſigns intend ? 
From ſhore to ſhore why ſhould we run, 
When none his tireſome ſelf can ſhun ? 


For baneful care will ftill prevaſl, 
And overtake us under fail; 
'Twill dodge the great man's train behind, 
Out-run the roe, out-fly the wind. 


If then thy ſoul rejoice to-day, 
Drive far to- s cares away; 
In laughter let them all be drown'd ; 
No perfect good is to be found. 

One mortal feels fate's ſudden blow, 
Another's ling'ring death comes flow ; 
And what of life they take from thee, 
The gods may give to puniſh me. 

Thy portion is a wealthy ſtock, 

A Fer lebe, a fruitful flock, 
Horſes chariots for eaſe, 
Rich robes to deck and thee pleaſe : 
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For me a little cell I chuſe, 
Fit for my mind, fit for my muſe ; 
Which ſoft content does beſt adorn, 
Shunning the knaves and fools I ſcom. 


Song CXX XIII. From fifteen years, &c. 


ROM fifteen years fair Chloe wiſt'd, 
She dreamt and ſigh'd i in vain ; 
hardly knew her virgin — 
Were hankering after man 


"Twas long before the harmleſs maid 
Gueſs'd whence her grew, 

But when ſhe had ſurvey'd, 
The ſecret cauſe ſhe knew. - 


To Jove ſhe thus herſelf addreſs'd, 
And humbly d his aid; 

He kindly lent a liſt ning ear, 
While thus the proſtrate ſaid: 


A gaize ts god dew whe male, 

therefore thus did grant 

Be match'd, for life, to an old whig 
Of merit and of want. 


to Venus fled, 
2 
And yoak' her to «jolly fo — 


From want and party free | 
S 2 Song 
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Song CKXXIV. Grim king of the ghoſts, &c, 


Rim king of the ghoſts, make hafte, 
And bring hither all your train ; 
See now the pale moon does waſte, 
7555 wh pane coma, 
Come, ye night with your 

And revelling whrkes, away, 

NI Og pn ben 
Io you my reſpects Pll pay. 


Pl! court you and think you fair, 

Since love does diſtraft my brain; 
I'll go, and I'll wed the night-mare, 

And kiſs her, and kiſs her again: 
But if ſhe prove and proud, 
I'll ſeek me a — Grand, 

And down to the ſhades below. 


A lunacy I endure, 
Since reaſon 2 away; 
J call to thoſe hags for cure, 
As knowing nat 1 what I fay. | 
The hg - 


ow fli 9 ſcorn and diſdain, 
| ſee her more, 


wy 8 


J ramble and range mY 
To find out my my charming Gi t, 
While ſhe at my 
And laughs at —— FW 
Diſtraftion, I ſee, is my doom, 


Of this I am too too ſure ; 


A rival is got in my room, 
While torments I endure. : 
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Strange fancies do run in my head, 
While wandr'ing in deſpair, 


Methinks, in a ſpangl 
I ſee her enthron d on high ; 
Then to her I cry'd aloud, 
And labour to reach the sky. 


When thus I have rav'd a-while, 
And weary'd myſelf in vain, 
I lie on the barren ſoil, 


And bitterly do complain x ; 
Till lumber hath 


In ſorrow I ſigh — * — 


The clouds are 2 
To cover = wh ſleep. 


I dream, that my charming fair 
Is then in my rival's bed, 
Whoſe treſſes of golden hair 
Are on the fair pillow ſpread ; 
Then this does my paſſion inflame, 
I ftart, and no longer can lie ; 
Ah! Sylvia, art thou not to blame. 
To ruin a lover? I cry. 


Grim king of the ghoſts, be true, 
And hurry me hence away, 


" rf. life to 3 


To the Elyſian 7 
In hopes to be freed from care, 


Where man a bleeding 
is hevving in the ak — 


368 
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Song CXXXV. Leave off this idle prating. 


OW dleſt are beggar-lafſes, 
Who never toil for treaſure ! 
e know no care, but how to fhare 
Each day's ſucceſſive pleaſure. 
Drink away, let's be gay, 


Mink and joy meer can coy, 
Whilſt the ſparkling goes round. 
A fig for gaudy faſhions, 
o want of clothes 
We live at eaſe with 
We value not our 


Drink away, &c. 


We ſcorn all ladies waſhes, 
With which they ſpoil each feature: 
Ne patch or paint our beauties taint, 
We live in ſimple nature. 
Drink away, &c. 


No cholick, ſpleen, or vapours, 
At morn or ev'ning teaze us; 
. Wedrink no tea, nor ratafee ; 
When fick a dram can eaſe 

W 0962000y 


. 80 


We think no crime, when in our prime, 
To kifs without a licence. 


Drink away, &c, 


nd Gras 3 


We 


Like jolly beggar-wenches, 
Tim tas we drown all ſorrow : 


We live to-day, and ne'er delay 
Our pleaſure till to-morrow. 
Drink away, &c. 


Song CXXXVI. Poor Damon knock'd, &c. 


OOR Damon knock'd at Celia's door, 
He ſigh'd and beg'd, and wept and ——__ 
The ſign was fo: 
She aniwer'd, No, 
No, no, no, Damon, no. 


A he ſigh'd, again he pray'd; 
EY no, I am afratd z 
Conſider, Damon, I'm a maid, 
Conſider; no, 
I am a maid, 
No, &c. 


At laſt his fighs and tears made way ; 
She role; and ſoftly turn'd the key: 
Come in, faid ſhe, but do not flay; 

I may conclude, 

You will be rude, 
But if you will, you may. 


Song CXXXVII Little Syren of the ſtage, &c. 


Ittle Syren of the ſtage, 
Charmer of an idle age, 
Empty warbler, breathing Iyre, 
Wanton gale of fond deſire, 


look d from that dear eye 
To univerſal ſway, 
Love's title is the beſt, 
Well ſhall we him obey, 
Who makes his ſubjects bleſt: 
= Chas fe ame god 
id empire firſt 
3 


To rule by right divine. 
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Song CXXXIX. 7 wiſh my love were in a mire. 


Lovely maid ! how dear's thy pow'r! 
—_— 
ith wonder are my poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt love inſpires my breaſt. 
This tender look, theſe eyes of mine, 
* Conſeſs — 22 
6 Theſe eyes with Strephon's paſſion - 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. 


as never pier 


Oh! ſhould I ne er 
Ne'er meet m 
Were hopes of dear enjoyment 

Still would I love, love thee alone. 
But like ſome diſcontented ſhade, 
That wanders where its body's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam with hollow glare, 
For ever exil'd from the fair. 


thy charms, 


in thy arms; 


Song CXL. Ze maidens, ye wives. 


N the banks of a river, cloſe under the ſhade, 
Young Cleon and Sylvia one evening were laid; 
The youth pleaded ſtrongly for proof of his love, 
But honour had won her his flame to reprove. 


ng Vor. IV. T She 
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She cry'd, where's the luſtre when clouds ſhade the ſun ? 
Or what is rich nectar, the taſte being gone? 

Mongſt flowers on the ſtalk ſweeteſt odours do dwell, 
But if gather'd, the roſe itſelf loſes the ſmell. 


Thou deareſt of nymphs, the brisk ſhepherd . 
If &er thou wilt p. 4 begin on love's fide. * 
In matters of ſtate 1 

But love is a pow'r will be ruled by none. 

Nor ſhould a coy beauty be counted fo rare, 

For ſcandal can blaſt both the chaſte and the fair : 
Moſt fierce are the joys love's alembick do fill, 

And the roſes are ſweeteſt when put to the till. 


bd ed *. had OL 


Song CXLI. Black Joke. 


Nſpir'd by int'reſt, paſſions, or whims, 
t one calls meat, F other poiſon eſteems 
How fancies, like faces, various prove 
If ſons of Bacchus fo oft diſagree 
In choice of liquors, then why may not we 0 
Have divers and ſundry objects of love? 
A free- born Briton, each man may delight, 
As pleaſes him moſt, in jokes black or white; 
But, like a dull jeſt, 
To me are the reſt, 
In country and town, 
Compar'd with the brown, 
The nut-brown, that might captive a Jove. 


If virtue the middlemoſt ſtation claims, 
And danger lies moſt in diſtant extreams, 
How fafe, how charming then is my choice 
The nut-brown joke, nor a Saturn, nor Sol, 
Invites my ſenſes, and raptures my ſoul ; 
The temp'rate zone ! a Canaan of joys! 
To all other jokes for ever adieu ; 
he brown that conquers can keep me true. 


Hen 
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How ſweet is the 

To a nut-brown joke 
To bounds ſuch as this, 
Confinement's a bliſs ; 


While all other earthly manna cloys. 


Nor ſplendour of courts, nor warlike alarms, 
Aﬀe& me in my Florella's arms, 
Or make impreſſions on my mind. 
TI laugh at ev'ry rival fair, 
At fortune, at fame, and anxious care, 
Wnile my Florella's true and kind. 
No magick has ſo mighty a force, 
Both perſon and heart, for better and worſe, 
In a circle to lock, | 
As her nut-brown joke, 
Where ages are loſt, 
And pleaſures engroſt, 
Where ſoul and ſenſe their paradiſe find. 


Song CXLII. Liften all, I pray, &c. 


LU all, I pray, to the words I have to ſay, 
ch 


In memory ſure inſert 'em ; 
wines do us raiſe to the honour of bays ; 
Quem non fecere diſertum ? 


Of all the brisk juice which the do produce, 
Claret ſhall be preferr'd before — 

Tis claret ſhall ſtraight us mortals create 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 


We abandon all ale, and beer that is ſtale, 
Roſa-ſolis, and damnable hum; 

But ſparkling red ſhall hold up its head 
'Bove Omne quod exit in um. 


T 2 This 


Let che hop be their bane, let a rope be their ſhame, 
Let the gout and cholick pine em, 
That offer to ſhrink in taking their drink, 

Seu Græcum, five Latinum. 


That drinketh not wine as we men do; _ 
The more wine a man drinks, like a ſubtle Sphinx, 
Tantum valet iſte loquendo. 


How it chears the brains, how it warms the veins, 
How 'gainſt all croſſes it arms us 

How it makes him that's poor courag'ouſly roar, 
Et mutatas dicere formas ! 


Give me the boy, my delight and my jo 
To my tantum that drinks his tale ; * 

By wine he that waxes, in our Syntaxis, 
Eſt verbum perſonale. 


Art thou weak or lame, or thy wits to blame ? 
Call for wine, and thou ſhalt have it ; 
"Twill make thee to riſe, and be very wiſe, 
Cui vim natura negavit. | 
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We have frolick rounds, we have merry go-downs, 
Yet nothing is done at random: 

For when we're to pay, we club and away, 
Id eſt commune notandum. 


o vintners the lads that are dry, 

| Fe give —_ whate'er it ho em: 

If they do not pay till another day, | 
Manet alta mente 


Who ne'er fails to drink all clear from the brink, 

With a ſmooth and even ſwallow, 
Tu offer at's ſhrine, and call it divine, 

Et erit mihi magnus Apollo. 

He that drinks ſtill, and ne'er has his fill, 
Has a paſſage like a conduit; 

Brisk wine does inſpire with rapture and fire, 
Sic æther zthera fundit. 


When we merrily quaff, if any go off, 
And lily offer to paſs ye, wal 

Give their noſe a twitch, and kick em o'th* breech, 
Nam componuntur ab afle. 


] have told you plain, and will tell ye again, 
Be he furious as Orlando ; 

He is an aſs that from hence doth paſs, 
Niſi bibit ad oſtia ſtando. 


Song CXLIII. There liv'd long ago, &c. 


O more think me falſe, for the flame never dies, 
Which Sylvia has rais'd by ſuch powerful eyes; 
Ah! view but thyſelf, thence meaſure my love, 
And think what a paſſion ſuch beauty muſt move. 
Tho' firſt it was beauty which raviſt'd my ſight, 
Yet now I regard it as only the light, | 
Which kindly betray'd the rich charms of thy mind, 
Where ſenſe and good nature ſo ſtrongly are join'd. 
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Then think me not falſe, for the knot will cer laft, 
Which my fancy has ty'd, and my reaſon made falt ; 
So faſt, that tho time thy eyes may diſarm, 

Yet no time ſhall my faith or my love ever harm. 


fon ng ty rh apr ws 

Not tho” th fair ſelf ſhould that paſſion oppreſs ; 
For while I thy face or thy mind have in view, 
Still, fill I muſt love, and in loving be true. 


Song CXLIV. How bleſt are livers, &c. 


OW bleſt are lovers in diſguiſe ! 
H ms 2 ſee, 

As 1 x 
Unſeen 25 Ay — 

Expos d to view, 

Tm hid from you; 
I'm alter'd, yet the ſame; 

The dark conceals me, 

Love reveals me, 


Love, which lights me by its flame. 


Were you not falſe, you me wou'd know ; 
For, tho your eyes 
Cou'd not deviſe, 
Your heart had told you fo : 
Your heart would beat 
With eager hear, 
And me by ſympathy wou'd find : 
rue love might ſee 
One chang'd like me ; 
Falſe love is only blind; 


++ 
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Song CXLV. Ze commons and peers. 


AIR Venus, they fay, 
On a rainy bleak day, 
Thus ſent her child Cupid a packing: 
Get thee gone from my door, 
Like a ſon of a whore, 


And elſewhere ſtand bouncing and cracking. 


To tell the plain truth, 
Our little blind youth | 
Beat the hoof a long while up and down, Sir ; 
Till all dangers paſt, 
By good fortune at laſt, 
He ſtumbled into a great town, Sir. 


Then ftrait to himſelf 
Cries this tiny fly elf, 
Since begging brings little relief, Sir, 
A trade I'll commence | 
That ſhall bring in the pence, 
And ftrait he ſet up for a thief, Sir. 


At play-houſe and kirk, 
Where he lily did lurk, 
He ſtole hearts both from young and old people: 
Till at laſt, fays my ſong, 
He had like to have ſwung 
On a gallows as high as a ſteeple. 


Then with arrows and bow 
He a ſoldier muſt go, | 
And ſtrait he ſhot folks without warning; 
He thought it no fin, 
When his hand was once in, 
To kill you his hundred a morning. 
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When he found that he made 
Lit:le gain by his trade, 

What does our fly graceleſs blinker ? 
But ſtrait chang'd his note, 
As well as his coat, 

And he needs muſt paſs for a tinker. 


_— x» -y hearts to mend ? 
Come, I'll be your friend, 


Or elle | expett not a farthin 

Tho they AY © 
14 to dermdbePag 

And, maids, is not this a fair bargain ? 


But, maids, have a care, 
Of this tinker beware, 


Shun the rogue, tho? he ſets ſuch a face on', 
Where he ſtops ap one hole, 
"Tis true, Navy ly #1 

He'll at leaft leave a ſcore in the place on't. 


| 5 


Song CXL VI. Here are people aud jports. 


ERE are le and ſports, 
| Of all tow ond hw, 
d damſel and ſquire, 
And mob in the mire, 
T ins, trugmallions, 
Lords, ladies, ſows babies, 
And loobics in ſcores ; 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, iome fleering, 
Some I:ving, ſome ſhoving, 
With — of furbelow'd whores. 


Songs and Ballads. 


To the tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to the ſhow, 
See poppets and mo , 1 
Jack-puddens for Ts þ 
Rope-dancing, mares prancin 
Boats flying, quacks !ying, ” 
Pick-pockets, pick plackets, 
Beaſts, butchers and beaus ; 
Fops pratiling. dice rattling, 
Rooks ſhamming, putts damni 
Whores painted, maſques tai 
In tally-mens furbelow'd clothes. 


The mob's joys wou'd you know? 
To yon mutick-houſe go, 
See taylors and failors, 
Whores, Molly and Dolly, 7 
Hear muſick makes you fick ; 
Some skipping, ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoking, ſome joking, 
Like ſpiggot and tap; 
Short meaſure, ſtrange 
tr Thus willing and billing, 
g Some yearly get fairly 
For fairings, pig, pork, and a clap. 


Song CXLVII. Let Burgundy flow, &e. 


E T Burgundy flow, 
Let the glaſs run o'er, let the glaſs run o'er, boys, 

10 cure all our woe, | 
Let the gl is run o'er the brim ; 

Though Anna 1s gone, 
Think of it no more, think of it no more, boys, 

Great George now comes on, 
Toaſt away your bumpers to him: 


Vo L. IV. U . Tho' 


To 


| v1 i 
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Song CXLVIII. Now the bungry lions, &c. 


OW the hungry lions roar, 
And howling wolves behold the moon ; 


ow the hea 12 
Afeer daily labour — _ 


DOS ſp is wp is, G. (tip i Gly cond. 


EEE 
Whilſt the ſcreech-owl, ſcreech 
W. OT ne 
In remembrance of a ſhroud, 
Trip it, &c. 


Now 


Songs and Ballads. 


Now it is the time of night, 


wide, 
to guide. 


That the graves are gapi 


one lets forth his ſpri 
the church-way 


Ev'ry 
In 


fire, 
;ght, 


brier, 
and as light. 


7 
fairy fpr 


the dead and d 
v*ry elf and 
as little bird 


E 
OP, 


By 
H 


Trip it, &c. 


» 
- 


11 
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Hand in hand, with fairy grace 

We will ſing, and bleſs this place; 
ime, and ſweet 
is houſe increaſe. 
Trip it, trip it, trip it, trip it ſoftly round 
ie bod. Bnet he this gonad.” ; 


Song CXLIX. Go, lovely rofe, &c. 


O, lovely Roſe, 
Tell her that waſtes her time and me, 
That now ſhe knows, 


Song CL. Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart. 


F Anna's charms let others tell, 
Or bright Eliza's beauty ; 
My feng fhall be of Blouzabel, 
To fing of her's my duty. 
The fair, who arm'd with Cupid's darts, 
His flames and other matters, 
Is all around behung with hearts, 
As beggars are with tatters. 


Ta 


To 
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To laviſh nature much ſhe owes, 
And much to education ; 

'The girls and bbys, and belles and beaus, 
Are ſtruck with admiration: 
For blended in her cheek there lies 

The carrot and the turnip ; 
And who beholds her blazing eyes, 
His very heart they burn. up. 


Her dainty hands are red and blue 
Her teeth all black and yellow ; 
Her burling hair of ſaffron hue, 
Her lips like any tallow. 
Her voice ſo loud, and eke fo ſhrill, 
Far off it is admir'd ; : 
Her tongue —— which never yet lay fill, 
And yet was never tir'd. 


Ten thouſand wonders riſe to view, 
All ver the lovely creature, 

The pearly ſweat, like morning-dew, 
Gilds eve'y ſhining feature. 

As Ifaac of his Eſau ſaid, 
She like a foreſt ſavours : 

Thrice happy man, for whom the maid 
Reſerves her hidden favours! 


O Blouzabel, for thee we pant, 
To thee our hopes aſpire ; 

For thou haſt all which lovers want, 
To quench their raging fire : 

Then kindly take us to thy arms, 
And in compaſſion fave us 

From Anna's and Eliza's charms, 
Which cruelly enſlave us. 


* 


* 
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Song CLI. Ceaſe your funning, 2 


If e' tough, een let her go. 


Song CLII. Here end my chains, &c. 


We muſt endure an age of pain, 
Fl be this abje thing no more; 
Love, give me back my heart again. 
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Song CLIII. fir, ſweet, and young, Bc: 
El ſweet, and young, receive a prize 


r59 


Reſerv'd for your victorious eyes; 
crowds, 'whom ut your foet you fee, 
1 hunts 

I from thouſand beauties more 


Diſtinguiſh you, ard only you adore. 


Your fate for conqueſt was deſign'd, - 
Your evry motion charms my mind ; | 

Angels, when you your filence break, 

Forget their hymns to hear you ſpeak ; 

But when at once they hear and view, 

Are loath to mount, and long to ſtay with you. 


No graces can form improve, 
But all are Joſt, unless you love ; 
While that ſweet paſſion you diſdain, 
T IINY BS 2 yu. 

n pity then prevent m 

For after dying all — late. 


Song CLIV. 2 is a country life. 


Appy is a country life 
leſt with content, good health, and caſe, 
Free from faction, noiſe and trite, 

We only plot ourſelves to ? 
Peace of Sn our days delight, 
And love our welcome dreams at night. 


Hail green fields, and ſhady woods ! 
Hail ſprings and ftreams, that {till run pure 
Nature's uncorrupted 
Where virtue only dwells ſecure : 
Free from vice, and free from care, 
Age has no pain, nor youth a ſnare. 


e 
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Song CLV. 7+ ſhepherds and nymphs. 


Try'd not to love. but I try'd all in vain, 
I I harden'd with hate, but I melted again; 
t now Þ ll perſiſt, and no longer purſue 
A love ſo uncertain, a lover fo true. 


Around all the world my fond eyes they ſhall range, 
Till they fix on a lover that never will change; 

My heart with his heart ſhall in ſoft ſighs agree, 
Forgetting that ever it breath'd one for thee. 


Song CLVI. When firſt io Cambridge we do come. 


O you fair ladies, now in town, 
We country-men do write ; 
do invite you to come down, 

To taſte of our delight: 
The weather's fine, the fields are gay, 
And 'tis the pleaſant month of May. 
Fa, la, la, la, fa, la. 


The country's now in all its pride, 
New dreft in lovely green ; 

The earth with various colours dy'd, 
Diſplays a lovely ſcene : 

A thouſand pretty flow'rs appear, 

To deck your boſom and your hair, 
Fa, la, &c. 


The cuckow's pick'd up all the dirt ; 
The trees are all in bloom; 4 

If rural muſick can divert, 
Each buſh affords a tune: 

The turtle's heard in every grove, 

And milk-maids ſings their ſongs of love. 
Fa, la, &c. 


ould 


- 


i mime: 
The murmuring brooks accuſe your ſtay, 
And Zephyrs figh for your delay, 

Fa, la, &c. 


Come then, and take our morning air, 
Juſt roſe from flow'ry beds ; 
Tis better than your ſnuff, by far, 
And all perfumes exceeds : | 
Our evening walks more pleaſures bring, 
'Than the gay Park, and crouded Ring. 


Fa, la, &c. 


For your own fakes, if not for ours, 
The duſty town forego ; 

Freſh air will give your eyes new pow'rs, 
And make each beauty glow : 

"Twill to the Lilly add the roſe, 

And every brighter charm diſcloſe. 
Fa, la, &c. 


Vor. IV. X 
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Song CI. VII. For many unfucreſiful years, 


O R many unſucceſsful years 

At Cynthia's feet I lay, 

ing them often with my tears; 
I figh'd, but darſt not pray. : 

No proſtrate wretch, before the ſhrine 
Of ſome lov'd faint above, 

E'er thought his goddeſs more divine, 
Or paid more awful love. 


Still the diſdainful nymph look'd down 
With coy inſulting pride, 

Receiv'd my with a 
Or turn'd her head aſide. 

Then Cupid whiſper'd in my ear, 
Uſe more prevailing charms, 

You modeſt, whining draw near, 
And claſp her in your arms : 


With eager kiſſes tempt the maid, 
From Cynthia's feet depart ; 

The lips he briskly muſt invade, 
That wou'd poſſeſs the heart. 

With that, I ſhook off all the ſlave, 


What ſhe for years — 


Song CLVIII. Farewell, my miſtreſs, &c. 


Arewel, my miſtreſs, I'll be gone, 
I have friends to wait upon ; 
Rink you Il myſelf confine 
To your humours, lady mine? 
No: your low'ring looks do fay, 
A denne 
To the tavern let's away, 


There 


Sack with no ſcornful dread will blaſt me, 
Tho u the bed ſhe caſt me, 

Yet ne'er bluſh herſelf to red, 

Nor fear the loſs of maiden-head : 

And tho' mute and ftill ſhe be, 

Quicker wits ſhe brings to me, 

Than e'er I caud in thee. 


Yet if thou wilt take the pain 
To be kind yet once again, 

And with thy ſmiles but call me back, 
Thou ſhalt be the lady Sack. 

Oh then try, and you ſhall ſee 

What a loving foul I'll be, 

When I'm drunk with none but thee. 


Song CLIX. How happy am I, &c. 


OW am I, 
The fair ſex can defy, 
can ev'ry day ſay my heart is my own ! 
For I never ſaw yet 
That beauty or wit, 8 
But I lov'd, if I pleas d, or could let it alone. 


I ht that my flame 
Would ſtill prove the fame, 

For beautiful Celia, while Celia was true; 
But love was ſo blind, | 
When Celia was kind, 

I chang'd her Mopſa, for Mopſa was new. | | 


X 2 Song 
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Song CLX. To you, fair ladies. 


And che, 5 now at Bath, 

eke, ye beaus, to you, 

With aching heart and wat'ry eyes, 
I bid my laſt adieu. 


Pa 4 9 
1 — her Randy aid 
To cheer you from the Grape 


Farewel, ye nym — * who prating ſtand, 
criticize 
Yourſelves the joke of men of ſenſe, 
Who hate a coxcomb's air. 


Farewel to Deard's, 1 
Which glitter in the hop, 

Deluding traps to girls and boys, 
The warehouſe of the fop. 


Lindfay's _ ES 2 Gov, 
Where, in the ſpacious hall, 

With bounding ſteps and ſprightly air, 
Tue led up many a ball. 


Where Somerville, of courteous mien, 
Was partner in the dance, 
With ſwimming Haws, and Brownlow blithe, 


And Britton, pink of France. 


Poor Naſh, farewel, may Fortune's ſmile 
Thy drooping foul revive ; 

My heart is I can no more 

John, bid the coachman drive. 


Songs and Ballads. 165 
Song CLXI. Ob! lead me to ſome poacefal, &c. 


H! lead me to ſome peaceful room, 
Where none but honeſt fellows come ; 
W here wives loud clappers never found, 

But an eternal laugh goes round. 

There let me drown in wine my pain, 

And never think of home again. 

What comfort can a husband have, 

To rule the houſe where he's a ſlave ? 


Song CLXII. Here's to thee, my buy, &c. 


Ere's to thee, my boy, 
My darling, my joy, 
For a toper I love as my li 
J love as my life ; 
Who ne'er baulks his 
Nor cnes like an aſs, 
| To go home to his miſtreſs or wife, 
To go home to his miſtreſs or wife. 
But heartily quaffs, 
Sings catches, and laughs, 
All the night he looks jovial and gay. 
Looks jovial and gay; 
When morning appears. 
Then homeward he ſteers, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the day, 
| To ſnore out the reſt of the day. 


He feels not the cares, 
The priefs, or the fears 
That the too often attend, 
Too oſten attend; 
| Nor knows he a loſs, 
6 Diſturbance, or croſs, 
Save the want of his bottle and friend, 


Save the want of his botile and friend. 
Song Song 
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Song CLXIT. Chevy chace 


IL. 2 proud I tune my ſong 


ep be. yet dukes 
— il dne 2 fal. 


be, yet dukes ſhall ſeo 
Now that this ſame it is right ſooth, 
Full plain i does ap 


From what befel John Take of Guile, 
And Nick of Lancaſtere. 


When Richard Cœur de Lion reign'd, 
(Which means a lion's heart) 

Like him his barons rag'd and raar'd, 
Each play'd a lion's part. 


A word and blow was then enough, 

Such honour did them prick ; 

If you but turn'd your cheek, a cuff, 
And if your arſe, a kick. 


Look in their face, they tweak'd your noſe, 
At ev'ry turn fell to't ; 

Come near, they trod upon your toes ; 
They fought from head to foot. 


Of theſe, the duke of Lancaſtere 
Stood paramount in pride ; 


He kick d. and cuff d, and tweak'd, and trod 
His foes, and friends beſide. 


Firm on his front his beaver fat, 
So broad, it hid his chin; 
For why ? he thought no man his mate, 

And fear'd to tan his skin. 


With Spaniſh wool he dy'd his cheeks, 
With eſſence oil'd his hair; 
No vixen civet-cat more ſweet, 


Ner more could ſcratch and tear. 


Right 


Right 
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cht tall he made himſelf o ſhow, 
hough made full by God; 
And when all other dukes did bow, 
This duke did only nod. 


Yet courteous, blithe, and debonanaire 
To Guiſe's duke was he; 

Never was ſuch a loving pair, 
Why did they diſagree ? 

Oh ! thus it was, he lov'd him dear, 
Te him; 

And having no friend left but this, 
He deem'd it meet to fight him. 


Forthwith he drench'd his deſp' rate qual), 
And thus he did invite: 

This eve at whiſt ourſelf will play, 
Sir duke, be here to-night. 


Ah no! ah no! the guileleſs Guiſe 
Demurely did reply ; 

I cannot go, nor yet can ſtand, 
So ſore the gout have I. 


The duke in wrath call'd for his ſteeds, 
And fiercely drove them on : 

Lord! lord! how rattled then thy ſtones, 
O kingly Kenfington ! 


All in a trice on Guiſe he ruſh'd, 
Thruſt out his lady dear; 

He tweak'd his noſe, trod on his toes, 
And {mote him on the ear. 


But mark ! how midſt of victory 
Fate ſhew'd an old dog-trick ; | 

Up leap'd duke John, and knock'd him down, 
And fo down fell duke Nick. 


Alas! 
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Ales?! oh. Nick ? gh Nick, alas! 
Right did thy goſip call thee ; 

As who ſhall fay. alas ! the day, 
When John of Guiſe ſhall maul thee ! 


Far on thee did he clap his chait, 
And on that chair did fit ; 
And look'd as if he meant therein 
Ta do what was not fit. 


Up did*ﬆ thou look, oh woful duke! 
hy mouth yet durſt not ope, 
Certes, for fear of finding there 
A t——d, inſtead of trope. 


Lie there, thou caitiff vile, quoth Guiſe, 
Na ſheet is here to ſave thee; 

« The caſement it is ſhut likewiſe, 
«« Beneath my feet I have thee. 


f thou haſt aught to ſay, now ſpeak.” 
Then Lancaſtere did cry, 

«« Know'ſt thou not me, nor yet thy ſelf, 
Who theu, and who am 1? 


« Know'ſt thou not me, who (God be prais'd) 
« Have brawl'd and quarrell'd more 
« Than all the line of Lancaſtere, 
That battled heretofore ? 


« In ſenates fam'd for many a ſpeech; 
And. what ſome awe muſt give you, 
*« Tho! laid thus low beneath thy breech, 


Still of the counſel privy : 


« Still of the dutchy chancellor, 
«« Durante life I have it ; 

« And turn (as now thou doſt on me) 
Mine a--ſe on them that gave it.“ 


Songs and Ballads. 


But now the ſervants they ruſh'd in, 
And duke Nick up y he ; 
e uch odds, 
«« But, Guiſe, III fight with thee.” 


« To-morrow with thee will I fight 
«© Under the greenwood tree.” 

2 « No, not to-morrow, but to night 
« (Quoth Guiſe) I'll fight with thee. 


And now the fun declining low, 
Beftreak'd with blood the skies, 

When with his ſword at ſaddle-bow 
Rode forth the valiant Guile. 


Full gently praunc'd he on the lawn, 
Oft rolPd his eyes around, 

And from his ſtirrup ſtretch'd, to find 
Who was not to be found. 


Long brandiſh'd he the blade in air, 
Long look'd the field all o'er ; 
At length he ſpy'd the merry men brown, 
eke the coach and four. 


From out the boot bold Nicholas 
Did wave his wand ſo white, 
As pointing out the gloomy glade, 
Whereat he meant to fight. 


All in that dreadful hour, ſo calm 
Was Lancaſtere to ſee ; 
As if he meant to take the air, 
Or only take a fee. 


And ſo he did; for to New-Court 
His trowling wheels they run ; 

Not that he ſhun'd che doubtful ſtriſe, 
But bus'neſs muit be done. 
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Back in the dark, by Brompton Park, 
dirs barge ie evo 
So ſhnk to Camden-houſe fo high, 
All in a coach and four. 


Mean while duke Guiſe did fret and fume, 
A fight it was to ſee 
d beneath the ev'ning dew, 
Under the greenwood tree. 
Then wet and weary, home he far'd, 


Mean time, on ev'ry pi 


poſt 
Paſte we this recreant's name; 


May learn this leſſon from duke Nick, 
That pride will have a fall. 


Song CLXIV. Should I die by the force, &. | 


Hould I die by the force of good wine, 
Tis my will that a tun be my ſhrine + 
And for the 
En 


Since thus to die will purchaſe fame, 
And raiſe an everlaſting name; 
Drink, drink away ; 
Drink, drink away, 
And there let's be nobly interr'd: 
Let miſers and flaves 
Pop into their graves, © 
And rot in a dirty church-yard. 


Song 
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Song CLXV. Hark ! the cock crows, &c. 


ARK ! the cock crows, „ 4 ors 
And looks like a jolly morning: 
Up. Roger and James, 
And drive out your teams, 


Y» 
At breakfaſt we'll flout and we'll jeer, boys ; 
Sluggards ſhall chatter 
With ſmall-beer and water, | 
While you ſhall tope off the March-beer, boys. 


Lafſes that ſnore, for ſhame give it o'er, . 
Mouth open, the flies will be blowing : 
To get us ſtout hum 
Gainſt Chriſtmas does come, 
Away, where the barley is mowing. 
— In your ſmock-ſleeves too, 
To bind up the ſheaves too, 
ze With nimble young Rowland and Harry ; 
„ Then, w work's over, 
At night give each lover 
A hug and a buls in the dairy. 


Two for the mow, and two for the plough, 

Is then the next labour comes after ; 
I'm ſure I hir d four, 
But if you want more, 

Pl ſend you my wife and my daughter. 
Roger the luſty, 

The barn's a rare to ſteal garters: 
"T wixt her and you then, 
Contrive up the mow then, 


a And take it at night for your quarters. 
ng 3 
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Song CLXVI. Daphnis flood penſive, &c, 


Aphnis ſtood penſive in the ſhade, 
With arms acroſs, and head reclin'd ; 

ale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 
And fighs reliev'd his love-fick mind : 

His pipe all broken lay, 

Looks, fighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 
My Chloe is unkind. 


”y the woods with warbling throats ? 
182 ceaſe your ſtrains; 
I faintly hear in your ſweet notes 

—_ Chloe's ih, noon, that wakes my pains: 


4 2 your ſong forbear ? 
— t your 3 to hear; 
But —— mine diſdains 


As thus he melancholy ſtood. 
Dejected as the lonely dove, 

Sweet ſounds broke — chroogh the wood, 
I feel the ſound, my heart-ſtrings move. 


"Twas not the nightingale that ſung, 
No, 'tis my Chloe's ſweeter tongue ; | 


Hark, hark, what ſays my love? 


How fooliſh is the nymph ( ſhe cries } 
Who trifles with her lover's pain ! 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in woman's eyes, 
Our artful lips were made to feign. 
O Daphnis, Daphnis! twas my pride, 
"Twas not my thy love deny d; 
Come back,. dear youth, again. 


Songs and Ballads. 


As bother day my hand he Sd, 
My blood with thrilling motion flew ; 
Sudden I on looks d, 
And haſty from his hold withdrew. 
SS 
my 
My heart had yielded too. 


'Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 
That ſwelrd thy lip and roſy cheek ; 
Think not thy skill in ſong defam u; 
That lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek : 
Much, much thy muſick I a ; 
ht gt {og bf ng 3 ns 
Much more, to hear thee ſpeak. 


My heart forebodes that Tm betray'd ; 
Daphais, I fear, is ever gone; 

Laſt night with Delia's dog he play'd, 
Love, by ſuch trifles, firit comes, on. 

Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 

My tongue would now my heart obey : 
Ah! Chloe, thou art won. 


The youth ftep'd forth with haſty 
And found where 7 Chloe 

Shame ſudden 2 in her face, 
Confus d, ſhe not what to fay. 

At laſt, in broken words, ſhe cry d, 

Tomorrow. you in vain had try d; 
For 1 am loſt to-day. 


2 
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Song CLXVII. The collier bas a daughter, 


HE collier has a daug 
And, oh ! ſhe's wondrous bonny, 
A 


hter, 


ird he was that ſought her, 
Baith rich in land an G 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
Of this young honeſt lover ; 
But love is like the ocean, 
Wha can its depth diſcover ? 


Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur d the heart of Willy. 


He lov'd, beyond expreſſion, 
Fr + — — — were about her, 
His — all ito her 
After mature reſolvi 

Cloſe to his breaſt e held her, 
In fafteſt flames diſſolving, 

He tenderly thus telPFd her. 


gar me loſe ye: 

For I have gear in plenty, | 
And love fays, 'tis my duty 
To ware what heav'n has lent me; 

Upon your wit and beauty, 
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Song CLXVIII. How much egregious, &c. | 


* 


OW much, egregious Moore, are we 
H Deceiv'd by ſhews and forms 
hateer we think, whatc'er we fee, 
All human kind are worms. 


Man is a very worm by birth, 
Vile reptile, weak, and vain; 
A while he crawls upon the earth, 

Then ſhrinks to earth again. 


That woman is a worm we find, 
E'er ſince oar grandame's evil; 

She firſt convers'd with her own kind, 
T hat antient worm the devil. 


The learn'd themſelves we book-worms name; 
The biockhead is a ſlow-worm ; 

The nymph whoſe tail is all on flame, 
Is aptly term'd a glow-worm. 


The fops are painted butter flies, 

That flutter for a day; 2 
Firſt from a worm they take their riſe, 

Then in a worm decay. 


The flatterer an ear-wig 
Some worms ſuit all 2 

Miſers are muck- worms; filk - worms beaus; 
And death- watches phyſicians. 


That ſtateſmen have the worm, is ſeen, 
By all their winding play; 
Their conſcience is a worm within, 


That gnaws them night and day. 
Ab! 
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„ SES wine wall employ 
— 1 ks the corticr vel 
The worm that never dies. 


O lkarmed friend of Abchurch-lane, 
Who rf our entrails free 
Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 
Since worms ſhall eat een thee! 


Our fate thou only can'ſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort years, no more! 
Ev'n Bumon's wits to worms ſhall turn, 
Who maggots were before. 


Song CLXIX. Hap me with thy petticoat. 


2 


Pm ſtarving cold, while thou art warm; 
Have pity, and incline, 


My raviſh'd fancy in amaze, 
Still wanders o'er thy charms ; 

Deluſive dreams ten thouſand ways 
Preſent thee to my arms: 

But waking. think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 

Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 
This panting breaſt of mine. 


J faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny 

The juſt reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſſion die. 


Songs and Ballads. 
Oh! and let paſſion ſeize 
Tha: lovely breaſt of thine ; 


Jr. Thy petticoat would give me eaſe, 
11 


Sure heaven has fitted for delight, 
That beauteous form of thine ; 

And thou art too good its law to flight; 
By hindering the deſign. 

May all the powers of love agree, 
Ar length to make thee mine ; 

Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry charm of thine. 


Song CLXX. The buſh @ boon Traquair. 


HE crow or daw through all the year 
No fowler ſeeks to ruin; 
But birds of voice, or feather rare, 

He's all day long purſuing. 


Beware, fair maids, and ſcape the net 
'That other beauties fell in ; 

For ſure at heart was never yet 
So great a wretch as Hellen. 


Song CLXXI. Pretty parrot ſay. 


He. etty parrot, fay, when I was away, 
And in dull abſence paſs'd the day, 
What at home was doing ? 
Poll. With chat and play, 
| We are gay, 
Night and day, 
Good cheer and mirth renewing j 
Singing, laughing all, like pretty, pretty Poll. 


Vol. IV. Is - He. 


Sung, pra 
Well receiv'd in all, li 
He. Did he go away, at the cloſe of day, 
Or tid bs ever als to fla Fn 
In a corner dodging ? 
Poll. The want of light, 
When twas night, 
Spoil'd my ſight ; 
But I believe his lodging 
Was within her call, like pretty, pretty Poll. 


Song CLXXII. 4 lover near deſpairing, &c. 


lover near deſpairing, 
Bright charmer, muſt grow daring ; 
is lame he cannot ſmother, 
Nor can he love another : 
He muſt alone adore you, 
He muſt alone implore you. 
He muſt aloge adore you. 


en 


CC. 
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Song CLXXIII. O fly from this place, &c. 


fly from this dear Flora, 
O nA 


. — * 5 
hink which of your priſons is ſweeter 
1 lover's arms. 


Song CLXXIV. The Romp's Song. 


! I'll have a husband, ah, marry, 
8 why ſhould _ tarry, 
I lon 
wh ma brisk — have done? 
For if I ſtay 
Till I grow grey, f 
They'll call me old maid, 
And fuſty old jade, 
] longer tarry, 
Bur TI * 12 ah, marry, 
If money will buy me one. 
mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming, 
re ſtill in my ears ſhe is drumming, 
And ftill in my ears the is wy wary 
That I fuch vain thoughts ſhould un: 
My ſiſters they cry 
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Song CLXXV. Kindneſs bath reſtleſs, &c. 


All beſides can weakly move; 
Fierceſt anger it diſarms, 
And clips the wings of flying love. 
ele only can Fele, 
＋ 4 uade; 
ile chain, 
6 the e be chain, n an. 


Song CLXXVI. How fils the heart, &c. 
OW filly's the heart of a women, 


H nt ll by a : 
when ſhe is follow 22 


K "a hath refiſtleſs charms, 


Song CXLVII. Gently touch the warbling, &c. 


2 my treaſure, 
Ever love me, ever charm ; 
t thy paſſion know no meaſure, 
Yet no jealous fear alarm. 
ſhould we our bliſs \ 
By dull doubting fall at odds ? 
Meet my embraces with a ſmile ; 
We'll be happy as the gods. 


4 Song 


Songs and Ballads. 
Song CLXXVIII. Molly Mag. 


OME fings Molly e the _ 
8222 
ilſt others do ferſes compoſſe 
On peautiful Molly Lepelle. 


Put of all the young firgins ſo fair, 
Which Prittain's crete monarchy owns, 


In peauty there's none to compare, 
ith hur charming dear Gwinifrid Shones. 


Unenviet the ſplentit contition 

Of princes, that fit upon trones ; 
The higheſt of all hur ampition, 

Ifs the lofe of fair Gwinifrid Shones. 


Pold mortals the clobe will ſearch ofer 
For cold, and for tiamond ſtones ; 
Put hur can more treaſures tiſcofer 
In peautiful Gwinifrid Shones. 
From the piggeſt crete mountain in Prittain, 
Hur wou'd fenture the breaking hur pones, 
So that the ſoft lap hur might fit on 
Of peautiful Gwinifrid Shones. 


Not the nightingale's pitiful note 

Can expreſs how poor Shenkin bemoans 
Hiſs fates, when in places remote 

Hur is abſent from Gwiuifrid Shondd. 


Hur lofe iſs than honey far ſweeter, 
8 * * no * ap drones ; 
t wou'd ſe and in metre, 


0 —5 ©  Gwinifrid Shones. 


As the harp - St. Tavit ſurpaſſes 
— "he yo poor tweetles and crones ; 
b Molly 2 * and all laſſes, 
a= 4 hur Gwinitrid Shones. 


\ 


" . — 
_ _ by 


Lo 


f 1 
mm” 
c 3.57 
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Song CLXXIX. Let us revel and roar, &c. 


ET us revel and roar, let us revel and roar, 
Fam „ 1 | 
. 
. 
— ght, 
I Hd cer bee. 


Thus we're free from all care, thus we're free from all care, 
From taxes and war, 


Ex”ry purſe is our prey, 
Which we in one 


And we never thought for the morrow. 


Let os never repine, let us never repine, 
Brisk women and wine 


Make the brims of our lives to flow over; 


We'll leave the how and the what 
To the politick ſut, 
And the whine to the fool of a lover. 


Song CLXXX. How wretched is the, &c. 


OW wretched is the ſlave to love, 
Who can Am 
For ſtiil they re mix d with 
Wikaw nan — reſtleſs is . 
Enjoy ment puts out all the fre, 

And ſhews the love was vain. 


It wanders to another ſoon, 
Wanes and increaſes like the moon, 

And, like her, never reſts; 
Brings tides of pleaſure now, and then of tears, 
Makes ebbs and floods of joys and cares, 

In lovers wav'ring breaſts. 


But, 


| Songs and Ballads: 3 
But, ſpite of love, I will be free, 
And triumph in the liberty 
T without him enjoy: 
Pth* worſt of ifons P11 my body bind, 
Rather than my free-born mind 
For ſuch a fol toy. 


Song CLXXXI. Chevy-chace. 
H lies old Hare, worn out with care, 
C 


Who oft times toll d the bell; 
ou'd dig a grave, and ſet a ſtave, 
And fay Amen full well. 


For ſacred ſong, head Hopkin's tongue, 
12227 

With cough and hem he'd ſtand by them, 

As far as lungs wou'd go. 


Many a feaft for worms he dreſt, 
Himſelf then wanting bread ; 

But, alas! he's gone, with skin and bone, 
To ſtarve them now he's dead. 


Here take his ſpade, follow his trade, 
Now he is out of breath, 

Cover the bones of one who owns 
The inftruments of death. 


| Song CLXXXII. Lovely ruler of my, &c. 


Ovely ruler of my heart, . 
Queen of all and ev'ry part, 
Object of my ſoul's deſire, 

For whoſe fake I cou'd expire: 
Witneſs all you gods above, 
That I only live and love, 
'That I love but you alone ; 
Kindly then my paſſion crown. 


=, 4 ine. of 
And only idol of my foul, 
I 0 
Pl the pow'r. 


1 does my Fraviſh'd ſenſe NE Gi 
So mild, ſo gentle is your reign, 


W. 

I gladly wear the pleaſing chain; 
By pride I take your — to be. * 
I wou'd not, if I cou'd, be free. Ev 
F Pri. 
Seng CLXXXIII. Bleſt as tb immortal gods, Ee 
a Ti 
Ove's no i Th 
No ſudden Lo But 
iſa 6 = He 
Ke in a moment grows a fr, W] 
rr. Th 
That fings of darts, deſpair, chains, O 
And by whoſe diſmal verſe tis clear, Ne 
He wants not heart alone, but brains. W. 
Nor does it center in the beau, 8 
Who ſighs by rule, in order dies, S, 


Whoſe all conſiſts ia outward ſhow, 
And want of wit by dreſs ſupplies. 


No: Love is ſomething £4 ca BY 
Deſcription wou'd but make it 
Tis what I feel, but can't define ; | 
"Tis what I know, but can't expreſs. 


Song CLXXXIV. Or, on my brethren. 


| IL y heart, between ſleeping and 
F, Thou wild thing, that always art hoping or - 

black, brown, or fair, in what clime or nation, 

By turns, has 6 there Fe Jeers 7 b 


Thus 


— 


Songs and Ballads. 185 


Thus accu:'d, tlie wild thing gave this ſober reply: 
See the heart without motion, tho' Celia paſsd by 
Not the beauty ſhe has, nor the wit that ſhe borrows, 
Gives the eve any joys, or the heart any forrows. 


When our Sappho appears, ſhe whoſe wit's ſo refin'd, 
I am forc'] to applaud, with the reſt of mankind: 
Whatever ſhe ſays, is with ſpirit and fire; 

Ev'ry word I attend, but I only admire. 


Prudentia as vainly would put in her claim, 
Ever gazing on heaven, tho" man is her aim: 
'Tis love, not devotion, that turns up her eyes, 


Thoſe ſtars of this world are too good for the skies. 


But Chloe, ſo lively, fo eaſy, fo fair, 

Her wit fo genteel, without art, without care, 
When ſhe comes in my way, the motion, the pain, 
The leapings, the achings, return all again. 


O wonderful creature! a woman of reaſon ! 

Never grave out of pride, never gay out of ſeaſon: 
When ſo ealy to * who this angel ſhould be, 

Wou'd you think Mrs. H——4 ne er dreamt it was ſhe ? 


Song CLXXXV. Hark, away, lis the, &c, 


Olly ſouls, that are generous and free, 
And true vot'ries to Bacchus will be, 
Io great Bacchus' ſhrine let's repair, 
And a bottle or two offer there. 
CHORUS. 

Exempt from exciſe, our joys higher riſe, 

Still drinking, ne'er thinking of what is to pay ; 
Our bottle at night gives us joy and delight, 

And drowns all the drowſy fatigues of the day. 
Let the griping old uſurer pine, 
Let the lover call Phillis divine, 
Let each man what he fancies commend, 


My delight's in my bottle and friend. \ 
Exempt from, &c. 
Vor. IV. Aa O what 


coy 
Tho' the nymph very lighting denies, 
It diſcovers the truth in her eyes, 
Except from, &c. 


It can make us all heroes in brief, 

And the wretched foryet all his grief ; 
It inſpires the gallant and brave, 
And free can give to the ſlave. 


CHORUS. 
px from exciſe, our joys hi riſe, 
Still drinking, ne'er thinking of what is to pay; 
Our bottle at night, gives us joy and delight. 
And drowns all the y fatigues of the day. 


Song CLXXXVI. Wine's a miſtreſs, gay, &c. 


INE's a miſtreſs gay and eaſy, 
Ever free to give delight ; 
Let what may perplex and teaze ye, 
Tis the battle ſets all right. 
Who would have a laſting treaſure, 
To embrace a childiſh pleaſure, 
Which as ſoon as takes its flight ? 
Pierce the cask of generous claret, 
Rouze your hearts, e're tis too late; 
Fill the goblet, never ſpare it, 
That's your armour gainſt all fate. 


The End of Vol. IV. 
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A choir of bright beauties in ſpring did appear 10 
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As the Delian God, to fam'd Helicon 13 
Ah, ſweet Kitty 13 
A female friend advis'd a ſwain | 17 
Ah Collin! why ſhouldſt thou deſpair 18 
As ſwift as time put round the glaſs 19 
As from a rock, paſt all relief 20 
As Ariana young and fair 21 
Ah! the ſhepherd's mournful fate 26 
A very pretty fancy, a brave gallante ſhow 27 
As naked almoſt, and more fair you appear 29 
Ah ! ſweet Adonis, fram'd for joy 29 
Awake, thou faireſt thing in nature 29 
Ask not the canſe, why ſudden ſpring 32 
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Eneath a green ſhade, I fand a fair maid 7 2 
| Be gone eld care, I prithee be gone from me 11 = 
low, blow, Boreas, blow, and let thy turly winds 15 8 
Brave boys, prepare 15 Co 
By the toaſt of your health, when ful! bumpers 22 
Brisk claret and ſherry 24 
| Beneath a cypreſs lying 24 
Belinda's bleſt with every grace 28 
Believe my fighs, my tears, my dear 28 
Blyth I was each morn to {ee 30 
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Beauty and love once fell at odds 39 
Bright Cynthia's power divinely great 43 | 
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Bright wonder of nature 51 | 
Belinda, fee from yonder flowers 57 
By maſon's art, the aſpiring dome 58 
Bacchus, god of mortal pleaſure 69 
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Cuſtom. alas! does partial prove 10 | 
Come from the groves, each goddels 12 
Come, come, my XIoll 14 
Come, neighbours, now we've made our hay 16 
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Cupid, O at length reward me 28 ] 
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Come, brave boys, let us Goll it away 35 I 
Chloe is handſome, brisk, and gay 36 E 
Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine 41 I 
Cupid, with Ganymede to play 44 E 
Come hither, good people, both aged and young 47 L 
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Come, little Cupid, god of love 
Can then a look create a thought 


Celia, hoard thy charms no more 7 

Come fill us a buuper of red, my brave boys 69 

Cupid, inſtruct an am' tous ſwain 74 

Cold and raw the north did blow 99 
D. 

D you not once, Lucinda, vow 23 
D Daphnis ſtood penſive in the ſhade 172 
E. 

V'RY man take his glaſs in his hand 60 
Europa fair - 114 
ROM native ſtalk the province roſe 116 
From grave leflons and reſtraint 120 
Forth from my dark and ditmal cell 131 
Fill all the glaſſes, fili em high 134 
From fitteen years fair Chloe wiſh'd 139 
Fair Venus, they ſay 151 
Fair, ſweet, and young, receive a prize 159 
For many unſucceſsful years I 
Farewel, my miſtreſs, Il] be gone 152 * 
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Lide ſoftly down, thou putling ſtream 53 
Go, vind the vicar cf Taunton-Dean 129 
Grim king of the gholts, make haſte 140 
Go, lovely role 156 
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OW earneſtly Sir john repeats 55 
How now, ſiſter Eetteris, why look you ſo ſad 70 
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y boy 
Hark! the cock crows, tis day all abroad 
How much, tous Moore, are we 
How filly's the heart of a woman 
Ho wretched is the ſlave to love 
Here lies old Hare, worn out with care 


I. 

F Roſamond that was fo fair 
I am a young laſs of Lynn 

am a jovial cobler bold and brave 
J grant, a thouſand oaths I ſwore 
I come, my faireſt treaſure 

love, I „rave with pain 

Kent, = of old oa 
In . when clouds the moon does hide 
Iafpir'd by int'reſt, paſſions, or whims 
I try*d not to love, but I try'd all in vain 
I faid to my heart between ſlceping and waking 
Jolly fculs, that are generous and free 


K. 
Indneſs hath reſiſtleſs charms 


Kindly, kindly thus, my treaſure 
| L. 
Ittle ſyren of the ſtage 
Let bold ambition lie 
n all, I pray, to the words I have to fay 
Let Burgundy flow 
Let us revel and roar, let us revel and roar 
Lovely ruler of my heart 
Love's no irregular defire 1 


Mi it ſeems, is for better, for worſe 


My maſters, give ear 


y days have been ſo wond' rous free 
Maidens, beware ve 
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My Jockey blith, for what thou'ſt done 
My heart has play'd me ſlip to day 


O 
NE day the wanton god of love 
Of all the trades from eaſt to weſt 
Old Saturn, that drone of a god 
Of noble race was Shenkin 
Old ftories tell, how Hercules 
Of all the troubles, all the fears 
Oh ! my treaſure 
Of all ftates in life ſo various 
On the bank of a river ſo 


2 


f all the girls that e er were ſeen 

lovely maid ! how dear's thy pow'r 

On the banks of a river, cloſe under the ſhade 
Of Anna's charms let other's tell 

Oh! lead me to ſome peaceful room 

O Bell! thy looks have kill'd my heart 

O fly from this place, dear Flora 

Oh! Pl] have a husband, ah, marry 


P. 
OOR Damon, full of amorous ſmart 
Phillis, as her wine ſhe ſip'd in 
oor Damon knock'd at Celia's door 
Prithee, Billy 
Pretty parrot, ſay, when I was away 


R. 
RE bonny Kate, the ſun's got up high 


| Hould I die by et of cond with 5 
| Some fings Mol y Mog of the roſe 131 


„ , 
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ERE were three lads in our town 
Mee terrible law 

we'll drown all melancholy 

| Thus Kitty, beautiful and young 
Jo you fair ladies now in town 

7 46 RO all you ladies now at Bath 

© lordlings proud I tune m 

The collier has a daughter * 
. W 


1 


V. 
| ſo fair, at length it may prove 85 
A ictumnus Lyons Vertumnus] Flora, 7ou that 94 

1 W. 
3 8 , Chloe, I begin 51 
FE. When love and youth can't make eſſay 52 
ben women are fractious and will not comply 54 
Wich conftant zeal you, Damon, praiſe 56 
ay — — my jovial brethren 68 
E you court the j Joys won't leave you 76 
| When ry Amyntas ſu'd for a kils 77 
Whilft wretched fools ſneak up and down 89 
Weleh Morgan, young Teague, and brisk Sawney 91 
Who in old Sodom would live a day 95 
thin an arbour of delight 108 
* 3 &'s 2 miſtreſs gay and eaſy 186 

& Y. 
yo" beauteons ladies great and ſmall 105 


. 


